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PART      L 

I  ATE  gave  the  word:  the  truel  arrow  fped; 
And  Pope  lies  number'd  with  the  mighty  Dead! 
Reilgn'd  he  fell ;  fuperior  to  the  dart, 
'I'hat  quench Vi  its  rage  in  Yours  and  Britain's  Heart  : 
You  mourn :  but  Britain,  luli'd  in  reft  profound,  5 

(Unconfcious  Britain!)  {lumbers  o'er  her  wound. 
Exulting  Dulnefs  ey'd  the  fetting  Light, 
And  flapp'd  her  wing,  impatient  for  the  Night : 
Rous'd  at  the  fignal.  Guilt  collecls  her  train. 
And  counts  the  Triumphs  of  her  growing  Reign:      10 
With  inextinguifhable  rage  they  burn; 
And  Snake-hung  Envy  hiffes  o'er  his  Urn : 
Th'  envenoni'd  Aloufters  fpit  thdr  deadly  foam. 
To  blaft  the  laurel  that  furrounds  his  Tomb. 

BiK  You,  O  Warburton  !  vvhofe  eye  refin'd  1^ 

•Can  fee  the  grcatnefs  of  an  hoaeft  mind; 
•Can  fee  each  Virtue  and  each  Grace  unite. 
And  tafte  the  Raptures  of  a  pure  Dehght; 
You  vifit  oft  his  awful  Page  with  Care, 
And  view  that  bright  affemblage  treafui-'d  there;       20 
"You  trace  the  Chain  that  links  his  deep  dcfign. 
And  pour  new  lultre  on  the  glowing  Line. 
Yet  deign  to  hear  the  efforts  of  a  Mufe, 
Whofe  eye,  not  wing,  his  ardent  flight  purfues : 
Intent  from  this  great  Archetype  to  draw  z^ 

•Satire's  bright  Form,  and  fix  her  equal  Law; 

B  z  Pleas'd 
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Pleas'd  if  from  hence  th'  unlearn'd  may  comprehend. 
And  reverence  His  and  Satire's  generous  End. 

In  every  bread  there  burns  an  aftive  flame. 
The  Love  of  Glory,  or  the  Dread  of  Shame :  30 

The  Faffion  One,  though  various  it  appear. 
As  brighten'd  into  Hope,  or  dimm'd  by  Fear. 
T'he  lifping  Infant,  and  the  hoary  Sire, 
And  Youth  and  Manhood  feel  the  heart-born  fire: 
The  Charms  of  Praife  the  Coy,  the  Modeft  woo,      35 
And  only  fly,  that  Glory  may  purfue : 
She,  Power  refilllefs,  rules  the  wife  and  great; 
Bends  ev'n  reluctant  Hermits  at  her  feet; 
Hauntf;  the  proud  City,  and  the  lowly  Shade, 
And  fways  alike  the  Sceptre  and  the  Spade.  40 

Thus  Heaven  in  Pity  wakes  the  friendly  Flame, 
To  urge  Mankind  on  Deeds  that  merit  Fame : 
But  Man,  vain  Man,  in  Folly  only  wife, 
Rejefts  the  Manna  fent  him  from  the  Skies : 
With  raptures  hears  corrupted  Paffion's  call,  45 

Still  proudly  prone  to  mingle  with  the  flail. 
As  each  deceitful  Shadow  tempts  his  view. 
He  for  the  imag'd  Subilance  quits  the  true ; 
Eager  to  catch  the  vifionary  Prize, 
In  quefl:  of  Glory  plunges  deep  in  Vice;  50 

Till  madly  zealous,  impotently  vain. 
He  forfeits  every  Praife  he  pants  to  gain. 

Thus  fViU  imperious  Nature  plies  her  part; 
And  iVdl  her  Dictates  work  in  every  heart. 
Each  Power  that  fovereign  Nature  bids  enjoy,  55         } 

Man  may  corrupt,  but  Man  can  ne'er  deilroy.  p 

Like 
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I,ike  mighty  rivers,  with  refiftlefs  force 

The  Palfions  rage,  obflrucled  in  their  courfe ; 

Swell  to  new  heights,  forbidden  patjis  explore. 

And  drown  thofe  Virtues  which  they  fed  before.        60 

And  fure,  the  deadliell  Foe  to  Virtue's  flame. 
Our  worft  of  Evils,  is  perverted  Shame. 
Beneath  this  load,  what  abject  numbers  groan, 
Th'  entangled  Slaves  to  folly  not  their  own  1 
Meanly  by  fafliionable  fear  opprefs'd,  65 

We  ieek  our  Virtues  in  each  other's  breaft; 
Blind  to  oiirfelves,  adopt  each  foreign  Vice, 
Another's  weaknefs,  interell:,  or  caprice. 
Each  Fool  to  low  Ambition,  poorly  great, 
'I'hat  pines  in  fplendid  wretchednefs  of  ftate,  70 

Tir'd  in  the  treacherous  CJiace,  would  nobly  yield. 
And,  but  for  fhame,  like  Sylla,  quit  the  field: 
I'he  Dasmou  Shame  paints  ftrong  the  ridi';ule. 
And  wliifpers  clofe,  "  The  World  will  call  you  Fool." 

Behold  yon  Wretch,  by  impious  fafliion  driven,      75 
Believes  and  trembles,  while  he  feoffs  at  Heaven. 
By  weaknefs  ftrong,  and  bold  through  fear  alone. 
He  dreads  the  fneer  by  (hallow  Coxcombs  thrown; 
Dauntlefs  purfues  the  path  Spinoza  trod ; 
To  man  a  Coward,  and  a  Brave  to  God.  80 

Faith,  Juftice,  Heaven  itfelf  now  quit  their  hold. 
When  to  falfe  Fame  the  captive  Heart  is  fold : 
Hence,  blind  to  truth,  relentlefs  Cato  dy'd ; 
Nought  could  fubdue  his  \'irtue,  but  his  Pride. 
Hence  chafte  Lucretia's  Innocence  betray'd  85 

Fell  by  that  Honour  which  was  mean:  its  aid. 

B  3  Thus 
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Thus  Virtue  finks  beneath  unnumber'd  woes,. 
When  FaiTions,  born  her  friends,  revolt  her  foes.. 

Hence  Satire's  power:  'Tis  her  correftive  part. 
To  calm  the  wild  diforders  of  the  heart.  90 

She  points  the  arduous  height  where  Glory  lies. 
And  teaches  mad  Ambition  to  be  wife : 
In  the  dark  bofom  wakes  the  fair  defire, 
Draws  good  from  ill,  a  brighter  flame  from  fire  : 
Strips  black  Oppreffion  of  her  gay  difguife,  9^5^ 

And  bids  the  Hag  in  native  horror  rife ; 
•Strikes  towering  Pride  and  lawlefs,Ilapine  dead. 
And  plants  the  wreath  on  Virtue's  awful  head. 

Nor  boafts  the  Mufe  a  vain  imagin'd  Power, 
Though  oft  liie  mourns  thofe  ills  fne  cannot  cure,     i.oc 
The  Worthy  court  her,  and  the  Worthlefs  fear ; 
Who  fnun  her  piercing  eye,  that  eye  revere. 
Her  awful  vcice  the  Vain  and  Vile  obey. 
And  every  foe  to  Wifdom  feels  her  fway. 
Smarts,  Pedants,  as  llie  fmiles,  no  mora  are  vain  ;   105 
Defponding  Fops  refign  the  clouded  cane  : 
Hufh'd  at  her  voice,  pert  Folly's  felf  is  fHl!,. 
And  Dulnefs  wonders  while  fhe  drops  her  quill. 
Like  the  arm'd  Bee,  with  art  moft  fubtly  true. 
From  poifonous  Vice  fne  draws  a  healing  dev/;         no 
Weak  are  the  ties  that  civil  arts  can  find. 
To  quell  the  ferment  of  the  tainted  mind : 
Cunning  evades,  fecurely  wrapp'd  in  wiles ! 
And  Force  fb-ong-finew'd  rends  th'  unequal  toils : 
The  ftream  of  Vice  impetuous  drives  along,  115, 

Too  deep  for  Polic)',  for  Power  too  ftrong. 

2  Ev'it 
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Ev'n  fair  Religion,  Native  of  the  ikies, 

Scorn'd  by  the  Crowd,  fecks  refuge  with  the  Wife ; 

The  Crowd  with  laughter  fpurns  her  awful  train. 

And  Mercy  courts,  and  Juilice  frowns  in  \  lin.         12^ 

But  Satire's  Shaft  can  pierce  the  harden'u  breaft ; 

She  plays  a  ruhng  Paffion  on  the  reil : 

Undaunted  fcoritts  the  battery  of  his  pride. 

And  awes  the  Brave  that  tiarth  and  Heaven  defy'd. 

When  fell  Corruption,  by  her  vaffals  crosvo'd,         is; 

Derides  fall'n  Juftice  proilratc  on  the  ground; 

Swift  to  redrefs  an  injur'd  People's  groan. 

Bold  Satire  fhalces  die  Tyrant  on  her  throne^ 

Powerful  as  I>eath,  defies  the  fordid  train. 

And  Slaves  and  Sycopha;U.s  furround  in  vain.  13O 

But  with  the  friends  of  Vice,  the  foes  of  Satire, 
All  truth  is  Spleen;  all  juft  reproof.  Ill-nature. 

Well  may  they  dread  the  Mufe's  fatal  ikill; 
Well  may  they  tremble  when  (he  draws  her  quill : 
Her  magic  quill,  that,  like  Ithuriel's  fpear,  135 

Reveals  the  cloven  hoot,  or  lengthen 'd  car : 
Bids  Vice  and  Folly  take  their  natural  Ihapes, 
Turns  DuchefTes  to  ftrumpcts.  Beaux  to  apes; 
Drags  the  vile  Whifperer  from  his  dark  abode. 
Till  all  the  Dsmon  ftarts  up  from  the  toad.  1 40 

O  fordid  maxim,  form'd  to  fcreen  the  vile. 
That  true  good-nature  flill  muft  wear  a  fmile ! 
In  frowns  array'd  her  beauties  flronger  rife. 
When  love  of  Virtue  wakes  her  fcorn  of  Vice  : 
Where  Juftice  calls,  'tis  Cruelty  to  fave ;  145 

And  'tis  the  Law's  good-nature  hangs  the  Knave. 

B  4  Who 
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iVho  combats  Virtue's  foe  is  Virtue's  friend  j 

Then  judge  of  Satire's  merit  by  her  end  : 

To  Guilt  alone  her  vengeance  ftands  confin'd. 

The  objedl  of  her  love  is  all  Mankind.  150 

Scarce  inore  the  friend  of  Man,  the  wife  muft  own, 

Ev'n  Allen's  bounteous  hand,  than  Satire's  frown: 

This  to  chaftife,  as  That  to  blefs  was  giv'n; 

Alike  the  faithful  Minifters  of  Heaven. 

Oft  in  unfeeling  hearts  the  fhaft  is  fpent :  155. 

Though  ilrong  th'  example,  weak  the  punifhment. 
They  leaft  are  pain'd,  who  merit  Satire  moft : 
Folly  the  Laureat's,  Vice  was  Chartres'  boaft : 
Then  where 's  the  wrong,  to  gibbet  high  the  name 
Of  Fools  and  Knaves  already  dead  to  fhame?  160 

Oft  Satire  ads  the  faithful  Surgeon's  part; 
Generous  and  kind,  though  painful,  is  her  art : 
With  caution  bold,  fhe  only  iHkes  to  heal; 
Though  folly  raves  to  break  the  friendly  ftcel. 
Then  fure  no  fault  iinpartial  Satire  knows,  165 

Kind  ev'n  in  Vengeance,  kind  to  Virtue's  foes. 
Whofe  is  the  crime,  the  fcandal  too  be  theirs ; 
The  Knave  and  Fool  are  their  ov/n  Libellers. 


FART 
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PART      IL 

DARE  nobly  then :  But  confcious  of  your  truft. 
As  ever  warm  and  bold  be  ever  juft:  170 

Nor  court  applaufe  in  thefe  degenerate  days : 
The  Villain's  cenfure  is  extorted  praife. 

But  chief,  be  fteady  in  a  noble  end. 
And  fhew  Mankind  that  Truth  has  yet  a  friend. 
'Tis  mean  for  empty  praife  of  wit  to  write,  175 

As  Foplings  grin  to  fhew  their  teeth  are  white : 
To  brand  a  doubtful  folly  v/ith  a  fmile. 
Or  madly  blaze  unknown  defedls,  is  vile  : 
'  I'is  doubly  vile,  when,  but  to  prove  your  art. 
You  fix  an  arrow  in  a  blamelefs  heart.  180 

O  loll  to  honour's  voice,  O  doom'd  to  (harne. 
Thou  Fiend  accurft,  thou  Murderer  of  Fame  ! 
Fell  Ravifher,  from  innocence  to  tear 
That  name,  than  liberty,  than  life  more  dear ! 
Where  fhall  thy  bafenefs  meet  its  juil  return,  185 

Or  what  repay  thy  guilt,  but  endlefs  fcorn  ? 
And  know,  immortal  Truth  fhall  mock  thy  toil : 
Immortal  Truth  fhall  bid  the  fhaft  recoil ; 
With  rage  retorted,  wing  the  deadly  dart ; 
And  empty  all  its  poifon  in  thy  heart.  150 

With  caution  next,  the  dangerous  power  apply; 
An  eagle's  talon  aiks  an  eagle's  eye : 
Let  Sadre  then  her  proper  object  know. 
And  ere  Ihe  flrike,  be  fure  flie  flrike  a  foe. 

Nor 
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Nor  fondly  deem  the  real  fool  confeft,  1 95. 

Becaufe  blind  Ridicule  conceives  a  jell : 

Before  vvhofe  altar  Virtue  oft  hath  bled. 

And  oft  a  defiin'd  victim  fhall  be  led  : 

Lo  Shaftefbury  rears  her  hig-h  on  Reafon's  throne. 

And  loads  the  Slave  with  honours  not  her  own  :        2C0 

Big-fwoln  with  folly,  as  her  fmiles  provoke, 

Prophanenefs  fpawns,  pert  Dunces  nurfe  the  joke  ! 

Come,  let  us  join  awhile  this  tittering  crew, 

And  own  the  Ideot  Guide  for  once  is  true ; 

Deride  our  weak  forefathers'  mufty  rule,  205. 

Who  therefore  fmil'd,  becaufe  they  faw  a  Fool ; 

Sublimer  logic  now  adorns  our  ifle. 

We  therefore  fee  a  Fool,  becaufe  we  fmile. 

Truth  in  her  gloomy  cave  why  fondly  feek  ? 

Lo,  gay  {he  fits  in  Laughter's  dimpled  cheek  :         210 

Contemns  each  furly  Academic  foe. 

And  courts  the  fpruce  Freethinker  and  the  Beau. 

Daedalian  arguments  but  few  can  trace. 

But  all  can  read  the  language  of  grimace. 

Hence  mighty  Ridicule's  all-conquering  hand  215 

Shall  work  Herculean  wonders  through  the  Land : 

Bound  in  the  magic  of  her  cobweb  chain, 

You,  mighty  W^arburton,  Ihall  rage  in  vain. 

In  vain  the  tracklefs  maze  of  Truth  vou  fcan. 

And  lend  th'  informing  Clue  to  erring  Man:  22.C 

No  mare  fhall  Reafon  boaft  her  power  divine. 

Her  Bafe  eternal  ibook  by  Folly's  mine ! 

Truth's  facred  Fort  th'  exploded  laugh  fhall  win; 

And  Coxcombs  vr.ncjuifh  Berkeley  by  a  grin. 

But 
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But  you,  more  fage,  rejedt  th'  inverted  rule,         225 
That  Truth  is  e'er  explor'd  by  Ridicule : 
On  truth,  on  falfehood,  let  her  colours  fall. 
She  throws  a  dazzling  glare  alike  on  all; 
As  the  gay  Prifm  but  mocks  the  flatter'd  eye. 
And  gives  to  every  objedl  every  dye.  230 

Beware  the  mad  Adventurer :  bold  and  blind 
S'le  hoifts  her  fail,  and  drives  with  every  wind; 
Deaf  as  the  ftorm  to  finking  Virtue's  groan. 
Nor  heeds  a  Friend's  dellruftion,  or  her. own. 
Let  clear-ey'd  R^afon  at  the  helm  prefide,  235., 

Sear  to  the  wind,  or  ftem  the  furious  tide; 
Then  Mirth  may  urge,  when  Reafon  can  explore. 
This  point  the  way,  that  waft  us  glad  to  fhore. 

Though  diftant  Times  may  rife  in  Satire's  page. 
Yet  chief  'tis  her's  to  draw  tlie  prefent  Age  :  240 

With  Wifdom's  luftre,  Folly's  Ihade  contrail. 
And  judge  the  reigning  Manners  by  the  pail : 
Bid  Britain's  Heroes  (awful  Shades  1)  arife. 
And  ancient  Honour  beam  on  modern  Vice: 
Point  back  to  minds  ingenuous,  adions  fair,  245; 

Till  the  Sons  blulh  at  what  their  Fathers  were  : 
Ere  yet  'twas  beggary  the  great  to  truft; 
Ere  yet  'twas  quite  a  folly  to  be  juft; 
V/hen  low-born  Sharpers  only  dar'd  a  lyc. 
Or  falfify'd  the  Card,  or  cogg'd  the  Dye;  250- 

Ere  Lewdnefs  the  ftain'd  garb  of  Hciiour  wore. 
Or  Chaility  was  carted  for  the  Whore ; 
Vice  flutter'd,  in  the  plumes  of  Freedom  drefs'd; 
Or  public  Spirit  v/as  the  public  jeft. 

Be 
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Be  ever,  in  a  jufl:  expreflion,  bold,  253' 

Yet  ne'er  degrade  fair  Satire  to  a  Scold  : 
Let  no  unworthy  mien  her  form  debafe. 
But  let  her  fmile,  and  let  her  frown  with  grace: 
In  mirth  be  temperate,  temperate  in  her  fpleen; 
Nor,  while  fhe  preaches  modelty,  obfcene.  260 

Deep  let  her  wound,  not  rankle  to  a  fore. 

Nor  call  his  Lordfhip ,  her  Grace  a : 

The  Mufe's  charms  refiftlefs  then  affail, 
When  wrapp'd  in  Irony's  tranfparent  veil : 
Her  beauties  half-conceal'd,  the  more  furprife,  265 

And  keener  luftre  fparkles  in  her  eyes. 
Then  be  your  line  with  fliarp  encomiums  grac'd : 
Style  Clodius  honourable,  Bufa  chafte. 
Dart  not  on  Folly  an  indignant  eye : 
WTio  e'er  difcharg'd  Artillery  on  a  Fly?  270 

Deride  not  Vice:'Abfurd  the  thought  and  vain. 
To  bind  the  Tiger  in  fo  weak  a  chain. 
Nay  more;  when  flagrant  crimes  ycur  laughter  move. 
The  Knave  exults :  to  fmile,  is  to  approve. 
The  Mufe's  labour  then  fuccefs  (hall  crown,  2;  ^ 

When  Folly  feels  her  fmile,  and  Vice  her  frown. 

Know  next  what  meafures  to  each  Theme  beloug. 
And  fuit  your  thoughts  and  numbers  to  your  fong : 
On  wing  proportion'd  to  your  quarry  rife. 
And  Hoop  to  earth,  or  foar  among  the  fkies.  280 

Thus  when  a  modifh  folly  you  rehearfe. 
Free  the  expreffion,  fimple  be  the  verfe. 
In  artlefs  numbers  paint  th'  ambitious  Peer, 
That  mounts  the  box,  and  fhines  a  Charioteer : 

In 
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In  ftrains  familiar  fing  the  midnight  toil  285 

Of  Camps  and  Senates  difciplir.'d  by  Hoyle ; 
Patriots  and  Chiefs,  whofe  deep  defign  invades. 
And  carries  oft'  the  captive  King — of  Spades ! 
Let  Satire  here  in  milder  vigour  fhine, 
And  gayly  graceful  fport  along  the  line ;  290 

Bid  courtly  paffion  quit  her  thin  pretence. 
And  fmile  each  Affectation  into  fenfe. 

Not  fo  when  Virtue  by  her  Guards  betray'd, 
Spurn'd  from  her  Throne,  implores  the  Mufe's  aid; 
When  crimes,  which  erft  in  kindred  darknefs  lay,    295 
Rife  frontlefs,  and  infult  the  eye  of  day ; 
Indignant  Hymen  veils  his  hallovv'd  tires. 
And  white-rob'd  Chaftity  with  tears  retires; 
When  rank  Adultery  on  the  genial  bed 
Hot  from  Cocytus  rears  her  baleful  head :  300 

When  private  Faith  and  public  Trull  are  fold. 
And  Traitors  barter  Liberty  for  gold : 
When  fell  Corruption  dark  and  deep,  like  fate. 
Saps  the  foundation  of  a  fmking  State : 
When  Giant-Vice  and  Irreligion  rife,  305 

On  mountain'd  falfehoods  to  invade  the  Skies : 
Then  warmer  numbers  glow  through  Satire's  page. 
And  all  her  fmiles  are  darken'd  into  rage : 
On  eagle-wing  fhe  gains  ParnafTus'  height. 
Not  lofty  Epic  foars  a  nobler  flight:  310 

Then  keener  indignation  fires  her  eye  ; 
Then  flafh  her  lightnings,  and  her  thunders  fly; 
Wide  and  more  wide  her  flaming  bolts  are  hurl'd. 
Till  all  her  wrath  involves  the  guilty  World. 

Yet 
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Yet  Satire  oft  affumes  a  gentler  mien,  31." 

And  beams  on  Virtue's  friends  a  fmile  ferene ! 
She  wounds  reludlant;  pours  her  balm  with  joy; 
Glad  to  commend  where  worth  attracts  her  eye. 
But  chief,  when  Virtue,  Learning,  Arts  decline. 
She  joys  to  fee  unconquer'd  merit  fhine;  320 

Where  burlling  glorious,  with  departing  ray. 
True  Genius  gilds  the  clofe  of  Britain's  Day : 
With  joys  fhe  fees  the  ftream  of  Roman  art 
From  Murray's  tongue  flow  purer  to  the  heart : 
Sees  Yorke  to  fame,  ere  yet  to  Manhood  known,    325 
And  jurt  to  every  virtue,  but  his  own; 
Hears  unftain'd  Cam  with  generous  pride  proclaim 
A  Sage's,  Critic's,  and  a  Poet's  name : 
Beholds,  where  Widcombe's  happy  hills  afcend. 
Each  orphan'd  Art  and  Virtue  find  a  friend  :  330 

To  Hagley's  honour'd  fhade  direfts  her  view ; 
And  culls  each  flower,  to  form  a  Wreath  for  you. 

But  tread  with  cautious  Hep  this  dangerous  ground, 
Befet  with  faithlefs  precipices  round  : 
Truth  be  your  guide :  difdain  Ambition's  call;        335 
And  if  you  fall  with  Truth,  you  greatly  fall. 
■'Tis  Virtue's  native  luftre  that  mull  ftiine; 
The  Poet  can  but  fet  it  in  his  line : 
And  who  unmov'd  with  laughter  can  behold 
A  fordid  pebble  meanly  grac'd  with  gold  ?  34O 

Let  real  Merit  then  adorn  your  lays. 
For  Shame  attends  on  proftituted  praife: 
And  all  your  wit,  your  molt  diilinguifli'd  art. 
But  makes  us  grieve  you  want  an  honell  heart. 

Nor 
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Nor  think  the  Mufe  by  Satire's  Law  confin'd:     345 
She  yields  defcription  of  the  nobleft  kind. 
Inferior  art  the  Landfcape  may  defign. 
And  paint  the  purple  evening  in  the  line  : 
Her  daring  thought  ellays  a  higher  plan ; 
Her  hand  delineates  Faifion,  pidurcs  Man.  350 

And  great  the  toil,  the  latent  foul  to  trace. 
To  paint  the  heart,  and  catch  internal  grace; 
By  turns  bid  Vice  or  Virtue  ftrike  our  eyes. 
Now  bid  a  Wolfcy  or  a  Cromwell  rife ; 
Now,  with  a  touch  more  facred  and  refin'd,  3-r 

Call  forth  a  Chefteriield's  or  Lonfdale's  mind. 
Here  fweet  or  ftrong  may  every  Colour  flow. 
Here  let  the  pencil  warm,  the  canvafs  glow : 
Of  light  and  fhade  provoke  the  noble  ftrifc. 
And  wake  each  ftriking  feature  into  life.  3^0 


PART 
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PART     III. 


THROUGH  Ages  thus  has  Satire  keenly  fiiin'd, 
The  Friend  to  Truth,  to  Virtue,  and  Mankind : 
Yet  the  bright  flame  from  Virtue  ne'er  had  fprung. 
And  Man  was  guilty  ere  the  Poet  fung. 
This  Mufc  in  filence  joy'd  each  better  Age,  365 

Till  glowing  crimes  had  wak'd  her  into  rage. 
Truth  faw  her  honeft  fpleen  with  new  delight. 
And  bade  her  wing  her  fhafts,  and  urge  their  flight. 
Firll:  on  the  Sons  of  Greece  flie  prov'd  her  art. 
And  Sparta  felt  the  fierce  Iambic  dart.  370 

To  Latium  next,  avenging  Satire  flew  : 
The  flaming  falchion  rough  Lucilius  drew ; 
With  dauntlefs  warmth  in  Virtue's  caufe  cngag'd, 
And  confcious  Villains  trembled  as  he  rag'd. 

Then  fportive  Horace  caught  the  generous  fire  j  375 
For  Satire's  bow  refign'd  the  founding  lyre : 
Each  arrow  polifli'd  in  his  hand  was  feen. 
And,  as  it  grew  more  poHfh'd,  grew  more  keen. 
His  art,  conceal'd  in  fl:udy'd  negligence. 
Politely  fly,  cajol'd  the  foes  of  fenfe;  380 

He  feem'd  to  fport  and  trifle  with  the  dart. 
But,  while  he  fported,  drove  it  to  the  heart. 

In  graver  ftrains  majefl:ic  Perfius  wrote. 
Big  with  a  ripe  exuberance  of  thought : 
Greatly  fedate,  contemn'd  a  Tyrant's  reign,  385 

And  hfh'd  Corruption  with  a  calm  difdain. 

More 
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More  ardent  eloquence,  and  boundlefs  rage. 
Inflame  bold  Juvenal's  exalted  page. 
His  mighty  numbers  aw'd  corrupted  Rome, 
And  fvvept  audacious  greatnefs  to  its  doom  ;  390 

The  headlong  torrent,  thundering  from  on  high. 
Rent  the  proud  rock  that  lately  brav'd  the  iky. 

But  lo!  the  fatal  Viaor  of  Pvlankind, 
Swoln  Luxury! — pale  Ruin  flalks  behind! 
As  countlefs  Infers  from  the  north-eaft  pour,  395 

To  blaft  the  Spring,  and  ravage  every  flower ; 
So  barbarous  Millions  fpread  contagious  death : 
The  fickening  Laurel  vvither'd  at  their  breath. 
Deep  Superftition's  night  the  fkies  o'erhung. 
Beneath  whofe  baleful  dews  the  Poppy  fprung.         40© 
No  longer  Genius  woo'd  the  Nine  to  love. 
Bat  Dulnefs  nodded  in  the  Mufe's  grove  : 
Wit,  Spirit,  Freedom,  were  the  fole  offence. 
Nor  anght  was  held  fo  dangerous  as  Senfe. 

At  length,  again  fair  Science  fliot  her  ray,  405 

Dawn'd  in  the  ficies,  and  fpoke  returning  day. 
Now,  Satire,  triumph  o'er  thy  flying  foe. 
Now  load  thy  quiver,  ftring  t'ly  flacken'd  bow ! 
'  f  is  -done — See  great  Erafmus  breaks  the  fpell, 
Add  wounds  triumphant  Folly  in  her  Cell!  410 

(In  vain  the  folemn  Cowl  farrounds  her  face. 
Vain  all  her  bigot  cant,  her  fjur  grimace) 
With  fliame  compeil'd  h-:;r  leaden  throne  to  quit. 
And  own  the  force  of  Reafon  urg'd  by  Wit. 

'Twas  then  plain  Donne  in  honefl:  vengeance  rofs, 
Eis  Wit  harmonious,  though  his  Rhyme  was  profe : 

Vol.  XLVL  C  '  He 
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He  'midil:  an  Age  of  Puns  and,  Pedants  wrote 
With  genuine  fenfe,  and  Roman  llrengtli  of  thought. 

Yet  fcarce  had  Satire  well  relum'd  her  flame, 
(With  grief  the  Mufe  records  her  Country's  fhame)  420 
Ere  Britain  faw  the  foul  revolt  commence. 
And  treacherous  Wit  began  her  war  with  Senfe. 
Then  rofe  a  fhamelefs  mercenary  train. 
Whom  latefl:  Time  fhall  view  with  juil  difdain  : 
A  race  fantailic,  in  whofe  gaudy  line  425 

Untutor'd  thought  and  tinfel  beauty  ftiine : 
Wit's  (hatter'd  Mirror  lies  in  fragments  bright. 
Reflects  not  Nature,  but  confounds  the  fight. 
Dry  Morals  tlie  Court-Poet  blufla'd  to  fing; 
'  Fwas  all  his  praife  to  fay  "  the  oddeft  thing."       430 
Proud  for  a  jell  obfcene,  a  Patron's  nod. 
To  mart)T  Virtue,  or  blafphem.e  his  God. 

Ill-fated  Dryden !  who  unmov'd  can  fee 
Th'  extremes  of  wit  and  meannefs  join'd  in  Thee  ? 
Flames  that  could  mount,  and  gain  their  kindred  Ikles, 
Xow  creeping  in  the  putrid  fink  of  vice : 
A  Mufe  whom  Wifdom  woo'd,  but  woo'd  in  vain. 
The  Pimp  of  Power,  the  Proftitute  to  Gain  : 
Wreaths,  that  fliould  deck  fair  Virtue's  form  alone. 
To  Strumpets,  Traitors,  Tyrants,  vilely  thrown :     440 
Unrival'd  Parts,  the  fcom  of  honeft  fame; 
And  Genius  rife,  a  Monument  of  fliame  ! 

More  happy  France :  immortal  Boileau  there 
Supported  Genius  with  a  Sage's  care : 
Him  with  her  love  propitious  Satire  bleft,  445 

And  breath'd  her  airs  diviiie  into  his  breaft ; 

Fancy 
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Fancy  and  Senfe  to  form  his  line  confpire. 

And  faultlefs  Judgment  guides  the  pureft  Fire. 
But  fee,  at  length,  the  Britifh  Genius  fmlle. 

And  fnower  her  bounties  o'er  her  favour'd  Ifle:       450 

Behold  for  Pope  flie  twines  the  laurel  crown. 

And  centers  every  Poet's  pov/er  in  one : 

Each  Roman's  force  adorns  his  various  page;  . 

Gay  fmiles,  collefted  ftrength,  and  manly  rage. 

Defpairing  Guilt  and  Dulnefs  loath  the  fight,  455 

As  Speftres  vanlfh  at  approaching  light: 

In  this  clear  Mirror  with  delight  we  view 

Each  Image  juilly  fine,'and  boldly  true: 

Here  Vice,  dragg'd  forth  by  Truth's  fupreme  decree. 

Beholds  and  hates  her  own  deformity ;  460 

While  felf-feen  Virtue  in  the  faithful  line 

V/ith  modefl:  joys  furveys  her  form  divine. 

But  oh,  what  thoughts,  what  numbers  fhall  I  find. 

But  faintly  to  exprefs  the  Poet's  mind! 

Wlho  yonder  Stars  effulgence  can  difplay,  465 

Unlefs  he  dip  his  pencil  in  the  ray  ? 

\^'ho  paint  a  God,  unlefs  the  God  infpire  ? 

V/hat  catch  the  lightning,  but  the  fpced  of  fire  ? 

So,  mighty  Pope,  to  make  thy  Genius  known. 

Ail  power  is  weak,  all  numbers— but  thy  own.        47"0. 

Each  Mufe  for  thee  with  kind  contention  Tirove, 

For  thee  the  Graces  left  th'  Idalian  grove; 
r.h  watchful  fondnefs  o'er  thy  cradle  hung, 
tun'd  thy  voice,  and  form'd  thy  infant  tongue, 
xt,  to  her  Bard  majeilic  Wifdom  came;  4-^ 

u-  bard  enraptur'd  caught  the  heavenly  fiamc: 

C  2  "  With 
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With  tafte  fuperior  fcom'd  the  venal  tribe. 
Whom  fear  can  fway,  or  guilty  greatnefs  bribe  ; 
At  Fancy's  call  who  rear  the  wanton  fail. 
Sport  with  the  ftream,  and  tnfte  in  the  gale :  .480 

Sublimer  views  thy  daring  Spirit  bound; 
Thy  mighty  \'oyage  was  Creation's  round ; 
Intent  new  Worlds  of  Wifdom  to  explore. 
And  blefs  Mankind  with  Virtue's  facred  ftore ; 
A  nobler  joy  than  Wit  can  give,  impart;  485 

And  pour  a  moral  tranfport  o'er  the  heart. 
Fantaftic  Wit  ilioots  momentary  fires. 
And,  like  a  meteor,  while  we  ga^ze,  expires : 
Wit  kindled  by  the  fulphurous  breath  of  Vice, 
Like  the  blue  lightning,  while  it  (hines,  deftroys :    490 
'But  Genius,  iir'd  by  Truth's  eternal  ray. 
Burns  clear  and  conlxant,  like  the  fource  of  day : 
Like  this  its  beam,  prolific  and  refin'd. 
Feeds,  v/arms,  infpirits,,  and  exalts  the  mind; 
Mildly  difpels  each  wintery  Paffion's  gloom,  495 

And  opens  all  the  Virtues  into  bloom. 
This  praife,  immortal  Pope,  to  thee  be  given. 
Thy  Genius  was  indeed  a  Gift  from  Heaven. 
Hail,  Bard  unequal'd,  in  whofe  deathlefs  line 
Reafon  and  wit  with  ftrength  coUeded  fhine;  50S 

Where  matchlcfs  Wit  but  wins  the  fecond  praife. 
Loft,  nobly  loft,  in  Truth's  fuperior  blaze. 
Did  Friendiliip  e'er  miftead  thy  wandering  Mufe  ? 
That  Friendfnip  fure  may  plead  the  great  excufe; 
That  ficred  Fricndftaip  which  infpir'd  thy  Song,      50^ 
Fair  in  defect,  and  amiably  wrong. 

Error 
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Error  like  this  ev'n  Truth  can  fcarce  reprove; 
Tis  almoU  Virtue  when  it  flows  from  Love. 

Ye  deathlefs  Names,  ye  Sons  of  endlefs  praife. 
By  Virtue  crown'd  with  never-fading  bays !  510 

Say,  fliall  an  artlefs  Mufe,  if  you  infpire. 
Light  her  pale  lamp  at  your  immortal  fire  ? 
Or  if,  O  Warburton,  infpir'd  by  You, 
The  daring  Mufe  a  nobler  path  purfue. 
By  You  infpir'd,  on  trembling  pinions  foar,  515 

The  facred  founts  of  focial  blifs  explore. 
In  her  bold  numbers  chain  the  Tyrant's  rage. 
And  bid  her  Country's  glory  fire  her  page ; 
If  fuch  her  fate,  do  thou,  fair  Truth,  defcend. 
And  watchful  guard  her  in  an  honeH:  end:  520 

Kindly  fevere,  inilruiSi:  her  equal  line 
To  court  no  Friend,  nor  own  a  Foe  but  thine. 
But  if  her  giddy  eye  (hould  vainly  quit 
Thy  facred  paths,  to  run  the  maze  of  wit; 
If  her  apoftate  heart  fhould  e'er  incline  525 

To  offer  incenfe  at  Corruption's  flirine ; 
Urge,  urge  thy  power,  the  black  attempt  confound. 
And  dafli  the  fmoaking  Cenfer  to  the  ground. 
Tims  aw'd  to  fear,  inilrufled  Bards  may  fee 
That  guilt  is  docm'd  to  fmk  in  Infamy.  55a 
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[     ^5     I 
THE 

DESIGN. 

HAVING  propofed  to  write  fome  pieces  on  Hu- 
man Life  and  ]\'Ianners,  fuch  as  (to  ufe  my  lord 
Bacon's  exoreffion)  "  come  home  to  Men's  Bufmeis  and 
Bofoms,"  I  thought  it  more  fatisfafbory  to  begin  with 
confidering  Man  in  the  abllraft,  his  Nature,  and  his 
State;  fmce,  to  prove  any  moral  Duty,  to  enforce  any 
moral  precept,  or  to  examine  the  perfeiftion  or  imperfec- 
tion of  any  creature  whatfoever,  it  is  necefiary  firft  to 
know  what  condition  and  relation  it  is  placed  in,  and 
what  is  the  proper  end  and  purpofe  of  its  being. 

The  fcicnce  of  Human  Nature  is,  like  all  other  fciences, 
reduced  to  a  few  clear  points :  There  are  not  many  cer- 
tain truths  in  this  world.  It  is  therefore  in  the  Ana- 
tomy of  the  Mind  as  in  that  of  the  Body;  more  good 
will  accrue  to  mankind  by  attending  to  the  large,  open, 
and  perceptible  parts,  than  by  ftudying  too  much  fuch 
finer  nerves  and  vefTels,  the  conformations  and  ufes  of 
which  will  for  ever  efcape  our  obfervation.  The  dif- 
putes  are  all  upon  thefe  lafl ;  and  I  v/ill  venture  to  lay, 
they  have  Icfs  fharpened  the  wits  than  the  hearts  of  men 
againft  each  other,  and  have  diminilhed  the  praflice, 
more  than  advanced  the  theory  of  Morality.  If  1  could 
flatter  myfelf  that  this  Efiay  has  any  merit,  it  is  in 
ilecring  betwixt  the  extremes  of  dodtrines  feemingly 
oppofite,  in  paffing  over  terms  utterly   uniateiligible, 

and 
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and  in  forming  a  temperate  yet  not  inconfiflent,   and  a 
Ihort  yet  net  imperfedl,  fyftem  of  Ethics. 

This  I  might  have  done  in  profe ;  but  I  chofe  verfe>  ■ 
and  even  rhyme,  for  two  reafons.  The  one  will  appear 
obvious;  that  principles,  maxims,  or  precepts  fo  writ- 
ten, both  ftrike  the  reader  more  ftrongly  at  firft,  and 
are  more  eafily  retained  by  him  afterwards :  The  other 
may  feem  odd,  but  it  is  true;  I  found  I  could  exprefs 
them  more  ihortly  this  way  than  in  profe  itfelf;  and 
nothing  is  more  certain,  than  that  much  of  the  force  as 
well  as  grace  of  arguments  or  inllrudtions,  depends  on- 
their  concifenefs.  I  was  unable  to  treat  this  part  of  my 
fubjed:  more  in  detail,  without  becoming  dry  and  te- 
dious; or  more  poetically,  without  facrificing  perfpi- 
cuity  to  ornament,  without  wandering  from  the  preci- 
iion,  or  breaking  the  chain  of  reafoning :  If  any  man  can 
unite  all  thefe  without  diminution  of  any  of  them,  I  freely 
confefs  he  will  compafs  a  thing  above  my  capacity. 

V/hat  is  nov/  publilhed,  is  only  to  be  confidered  as  a 
general  Map  of  Man,  marking  out  no  more  than  the 
greater  parts,  their  extent,  their  limits,  and  their  con- 
nexion, but  leaving  the  particular  to  be  more  fully 
delineated  in  the  charts  which  are  to  follow.  Confe- 
quently,  thefe  Epiftles  in  their  progrefs  (if  I  have  health 
and  leifure  to  make  any  progrefs)  will  be  lefs  dry,  and 
more  fufceptible  of  poetical  ornament.  I  am  here  only 
opening  the  fountains,  and  clearing  the  paflage.  To 
deduce  the  rivers,  to  follow  them  in  their  courfe,  and  to 
obferve  their  effefts,  may  be  a  taik  more  agreeable. 
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I  N. 

FOUR      EPISTLES, 

T   O 

H.    St.  John,    Lord    Bolingbroke, 

ARGUMENT     OF 

EPISTLE        I. 

Of  the  Nature  and  State  of  Man  with  refpe£i: 
to  the  Univerfe. 

OF  Man  In  the  abftradl. — I.  That  we  can  judge  only 
with  regard  to  our  own  fyllem,  being  ignorant  of  the 
relations  of  fyftems  and  things,  ver.  17,  Sec.  II.  That 
Man  is  not  to  be  deemed  imperfeft,  but  a  Being  fuited. 
to  his  place  and  rank  in  the  creation,  agreeable  to  the 
general  Order  of  things,  and  conformable  to  Ends  and 
Relations  to  him  unknown,  ver.  35,  &c.  III.  That 
it  is  p;udy  upon  his  Ignorance  of  future  events,  and 
pardy  upon  the  hope  of  a  future  ftate,  that  all  his  hap- 
pinefs  in  the  pvefent  depends,  ver.  77,  &c.  IV.  The 
pride  of  aiming  at  ii;ore  knowledge,  and  pretending  to 

moi-e 
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more  Perfeftion,  the  caufe  of  Man's  error  and  mifery. 
The  impiety  of  putting  himfelf  in  the  place  of  God, 
and  judging  of  the  fitnefs  or  unfitnefs,  perfeftion  or 
imperfeftion,  juftice  or  injuftice,  of  his  difpenfations, 
ver.  109,  &c.  V.  The  abfurdity  of  conceiting  him- 
felf the  final  caufe  of  the  creation,  or  expefiing  that 
perfeftion  in-  the  moral  world,  which  is  not  in  the 
natural,  ver.  131,  Sec.  VI.  The  unreafonablenefs  of 
his  complairits  againft  Providence,  while  on  the  one 
hand  he  demands  the  Perfection  of  the  Angels,  and 
on  the  other  the  bodily  qualifications  of  the  Brutes ; 
though,  to  poffefs  any  of  the  fenfitive  faculties  in  a 
higher  degree,  would  render  him  miferable,  ver.  173, 
&c.  Vll.  That  throughout  the  whole  vifible  world, 
an  univerfal  order  and  gradation  in  the  fenfual  and 
mental  faculties  is  obferved,  which  caufes  a  fubordi- 
nation  of  creature  to  creature,  and  of  all  creatures  to 
Man.  Tlje  gradations  of  fenfe,  inftinft,  thought, 
reflexion,  reafon;  that  reafon  alone  countervails  all 
the  other  faculties,  ver.  207.  VIII.  How  much 
farther  this  order  and  fubordination  of  living  crea- 
tures may  extend  above  and  below  us ;  were  any  part 
of  which  broken,  not  that  part  only,  but  the  whole 
connedled  creation  muft  be  deftroyed,  ver.  233. 
IX.  The  extravagance,  madnefs,  and  pride  of  fuch 
a  defire,  ver.  250.  X.  The  confequence  of  all  the 
abiolute  fubmifiion  due  to  Providence,  both  as  to  our 
prefent  and  future  flatc/ver.  281,  &c.  to  the  end. 
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EPISTLE        I. 

WAEE,  my  St.  John!  leave  all  meaner  things 
To  low  ambition,  and  the  pride  of  Kings. 
Let  us  (fince  Life  can  little  more  fupply 
Than  jull:  to  look  about  us,  and  to  die) 
Expatiate  free  o'er  all  this  fcene  of  Man  ;  5 

A  mighty  maze!  but  not  without  a  plan: 
A  Wild,  where  weeds  and  flowers  promifcucus  flioot; 
Or  Garden,  tempting  with  forbidden  fruit. 
Together  let  us  beat  this  ample  field. 
Try  what  the  open,  what  the  covert  yield;  10 

The  la'tent  tracls,  the  giddy  heights,  explore 
Of  all  who  blindly  creep,  or  fightlefs  foar ; 
Eye  Nature's  walks,  fhoot  Folly  as  it  flies. 
And  catch  the  Manners  living  as  they  rile  : 
Laugh  where  we  mufl,  be  candid  where  we  can ;       i  jj 
But  vindicate  theways  of  God  to  man. 

I.  Say  firfl,  of  God  above,  or  Man  -below. 
What  can  we  reafon,  but  from  what  we  know  ? 
Of  Man,  what  fee  we  but  his  llation  here. 
From  which  to  reafon,  or  to  which  refer?  20 

TJirough  worlds  unnumber'd  though  the  God  be  known, 
'Tis  ours  to  trace  him  only  in  our  own. 
He,  who  through  vafi:  immenfity  can  pierce. 
See  worlds  on  vv^orlds  compcfe  one  univerfe, 
Obfcrve  how  fyllem  into  fyftem  runs,  25 

What  other  planett)  circle  other  funs. 

What 
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What  vary'd  Being  peoples  every  liar. 

May  tell  why  Heaven  has  made  us  as  we  are. 

But  of  this  frame  the  bearings  and  the  ties. 

The  ftrong  connexions,  nice  dependencies,  ;30 

Gradations  juft,  has  thy  pervading  foul 

Look'd  through  ?  or  can  a  part  contain  the  whole  ? 

Is  the  great  chain,  that  draws  all  to  agree. 
And  drawn  fupports,  upheld  by  God,  or  thee  ? 

II.  Prefumptuous  Man!  the  reafon  wouldft  thou  find. 
Why  form'd  fo  weak,  fo  little,  and  fo  blind? 
FirH,  if  thou  canft,  the  harder  reafon  guefs. 
Why  form'd  no  weaker,  blinder,  and  no  lefs  ? 
Afk  of  thy  mother  earth,  v»'hy  oaks  are  made 
TaUer  or  weaker  than  the  weeds  they  fliade ;  ^ 

Or  afk  of  yonder  argent  fields  above. 
Why  Jove's  Satellites  are  lefs  than  Jove  ? 

Of  Syftems  poiTible,  if  'tis  confeft. 
That  Wifdom  infinite  mull;  form  the  bell, 
"Where  all  muft  full  or  not  coherent  be,  45 

And  all  that  rifes,  rife  in  due  degree; 
Then,  in  the  fcale  of  reafoning  life,  'tis  plain. 
There  mull  be,  fomewhere,  fuch  a  rank  as  Man : 
And  all  the  queftion  (wrangle  e'er  fo  long) 
Is  only  this,  if  God  has  plac'd  him  wrong?  5c 

Refpedling  Man,  whatever  wrong  we  call 
May,  mull  be  right,  as  relative  to  all. 
In  human  works,  though  labour'd  en  with  pain, 
A  thoafand  movements  fcarce  one  purpofe  gain: 
In  God's,  one  fmgle  can  its  end  produce;  55 

Yet  ferves  to  fecond  too  fome  other  ufe. 

I  So 
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So  Man,  who  here  feeras  principal  alone. 

Perhaps  adls  fecond  to  feme  fphere  unknown. 

Touches  fome  wheel,  or  verges  to  fome  goal; 

'Tis  but  a  part  we  fee,  and  not  a  whole.  €& 

When  the  proud  fleed  fhall  know  why  man  reftrains 
I  lis  fiery  courfe,  or  drives  him  o'er  the  plains ; 
V/hen  the  dull  Ox,  why  now  he  breaks  the  clod, 
b  now  a  vidim,  and  now  iEgypt's  God: 
Then  fhall  Man's  pride  and  dulnefs  comprehend        65 
His  aflions',  paffions',  being's,  ufe  and  end; 
Why  doing,  fulFering,  check'd,  impeil'd;  and  why 
This  hour  a  flave,  the  next  a  deity. 

Then  fay  not  Man  's  imperfed.  Heaven  in  fault; 
Say  rather,  Man  's  as  perfedt  as  he  ought :  70 

His  knowledge  meafur'd  to  his  Hate  and  place ; 
His  time  a  moment,  and  a  point  his  fpace. 
If  to  be  perfed;  in  a  certain  fphere. 
What  matter,  foon  or  late,  or  here,  or  there  ? 
The  bleft  to-day  is  as  completely  fo,  75 

As  who  began  a  thoufand  years  ago. 

III.  Heaven  from  all  creatures  hides  the  book  of  Fate^ 
AH  but  the  page  prefcrib'd,  their  prefent  Hate : 

Variations. 
In  the  former  Editions,  ver.  64. 

Now  wears  a  garland  an  /Egyptian  God. 
After  ver.  68,  the  following  lines  in  the  firft  Edition, 
If  to  be  perfeifl  in  a  certain  fphere, 
What  matter,  foon  or  late,  or  here,  or  there  ? 
The  bleft:  to-day  is  as  completely  fo, 
At  who  began  ten  thoufand  years  z%Oi 

.  From 
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From  brutes  what  men,  from  men  what  fpirits  know : 

Or  who  could  fufFer  Being  here  below  ?  80 

The  lamb  thy  riot  dooms  to  bleed  to-day. 

Had  he  thy  Reafon,  would  he  feip  and  play  ? 

Pkas'd  to  the  laft,  he  crops  the  flowery  food. 

And  licks  the  hand  juft  rais'd  to  fhed  his  blood. 

Oh  blindnefs  to  the  future  !  kindly  given,  95 

That  each  may  fill  the  circle  mark'd  by  Heaven : 

Who  fees  with  equal  eye,  as  God  of  all, 

A  hero  perifli,  or  a  fparrow  fall. 

Atoms  or  fyftems  into  ruin  hurl'd. 

And  now  a  bubble  burft,  and  now  a  world.  93 

Hope  humbly  then ;  with  trembling  pinions  foar ; 
V/ait  the  great  teacher  Death;  and  God  adore. 
What  future  blifs,  he  gives  not  thee  to  know. 
But  gives  that  Hope  to  be  thy  bleffing  now. 
Hope  fprings  eternal  in  the  human  breail:  95 

Man  never  Is,  but  always  To  be  bleft : 
The  foul,  uneafy,  and  confin'd  from  home, 
Refts  and  expatiates  in  a  life  to  come. 

Lo,  the  poor  Indian !  whofe  untutor'd  mind 
Sees  God  in  clouds,  or  hears  him  in  the  wind;  100 


Vas  iations. 

After  ver.  88,  in  the  MS. 

No  great,  no  little;  'tis  as  much  decreed 
That  Virgil's  Gnat  fliould  die  as  Citfar  bleed. 

Ver.  93,  in  the  firll  Folio  and  Quarto, 

What  blifs  above  he  gives  not  thee  to  know, 
But  gives  that  Hope  to.be  thy  blifs  below. 
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His  foul  proud  Science  never  taught  to  flray 

Far  as  the  folar  walk,  or  milky  way ; 

Yet  fimple  Nature  to  his  hope  has  given. 

Behind  the  cloud-topt  hill,  an  humbler  heaven; 

Some  fafer  world  in  depth  of  woods  embrac'd,         105 

Some  happier  ifland  in  the  watery  wafte. 

Where  flaves  once  more  their  native  land  behold. 

No  fiends  torment,  no  Chriilians  thirft  for  gold. 

To  Be,  contents  his  natural  defire. 

He  aflcs  no  Angel's  wing,  no  Seraph's  fire;  no 

But  thinks,  admitted  to  that  equal  fky. 

His  faithful  dog  Ihall  bear  him  company. 

I\^  Go,  wlfer  thou !  and  in  thy  fcale  of  fenfe. 
Weigh  thy  Opinion  againft  Providence ; 
Call  imperfedion  what  thou  fancy 'ft  fuch ;  115 

Say,  here  he  gives  too  little,  there  too  much: 
Deftroy  all  creatures  for  thy  fport  or  guft. 
Yet  fay.  If  Man  's  unliappy,  God  's  unjufl:; 
If  Man  alone  ingrofs  not  Heaven's  high  care. 
Alone  made  perfed  here,  immortal  there :  1 20 

Snatch  from  his  hand  the  balance  and  the  rod. 
Re-judge  his  juftice,  be  the  God  of  God. 
In  Pxide,  in  reafoning  Pride,  our  error  lies ; 
All  quit  their  fpht/e,  and  ruih  into  the  fkies. 

Variations. 
After  ver.  108,  in  the  firft  Edition  : 

But  does  he  fay  the  Maker  is  not  good, 
Till  he  's  exalted  to  what  ftate  he  wou'd  ; 
Himfelf  alone  high  Heaven's  peculiar  care, 
Alone  made  happy  when  he  will*  and  where  ? 
Vol.  XLVL  D  Pride 
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Pride  ftil!  is  aiming  at  the  bleft  abodes,  12^ 

Men  would  be  Angels,  Angels  would  be  Gods. 

Afpiring  to  be  Gods,  if  Angels  fell, 

Afpiring  to  be  Angels,  Aden  rebel : 

And  who  but  wifhes  to  invert  the  laws 

Of  Order,  fins  againft  th'  Eternal  Caufe.  130 

V.  Afk  for  what  end  the  heavenly  bodies  fhine. 
Earth  for  whofe  ufe?  Pride  anfwers,   "  'Tis  for  mine: 
"  For  me  kind  Nature  wakes  her  genial  power ; 
"  Suckles  each  herb,  and  fpreads  out  every  flower; 
"  Annual  for  me,  the  grape,  the  rofe,  renevv  135 

"  The  juice  neftareous,  and  the  balmy  dew; 
"  For  me,  the  mine  a  tlioufand  treafurcs  brings; 
"  For  me,  health  gufhes  from  a  thoufand  fprings; 
"  Seas  roll  to  waft  me,  funs  to  light  me  rife ; 
"  My  foot-ftool  earth,  my  canopy  the  ikies."  140 

But  errs  not  Nature  from  this  gracious  end. 
From  burning  funs  v/hen  livid  deaths  defcend. 
When  earthquakes  fwallow,  or  when  tempefts  fvveep 
Towns  to  one  grave,  whole  nations  to  the  deep  ? 
"  No  ('tis  reply'd)  the  firft  Almighty  Caufe  145 

"  Adls  not  by  partial,  but  by  general  laws ; 
'•  Th'  exceptions  few;  Tome  change  fince  all  began: 
**  And  what  created  perfcfl?"— 'Why  then  Man  .? 
If  the  great  end  be  human  Happincfs, 
Then  Nature  deviates;  and  can  Man  do  lefs?  150 

As  much  that  end  a  conilant  courfe  requires 
Of  Ihowers  and  fun-fhine,  as  of  Man's  dcfires ; 
As  much  eternal  fprings  and  cloiidlefs  fkies. 
As  men  for  ever  temperate,  calm,  and  wife. 

If 
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If  plagues  or  earthquakes  break  not  Heaven's  defign. 

Why  then  a  Borgia,  or  a  Catiline  ? 

Who  knows,  but  he  whofe  hand  the  lightning  forms, 

W1io  heaves  old  Ocean,  and  who  wings  the  llorms; 

Pours  fierce  Ambition  in  a  C^far's  mind. 

Or  turns  young  Ammon  loofe  to  fcourge  mankind  ?   169 

From  pride,  from  pride,  our  very  reafoning  fprings; 

Account  for  moral  as  for  natural  things : 

Why  charge  we  Heaven  in  thofe,  in  thele  acquit? 

In  both,  to  reafon  right,  is  to  fubmit. 

Better  for  us,  perhaps,  it  might  appear,  165 

Were  there  all  harmony,  all  virtue  here  ; 
That  never  air  or  ocean  felt  the  wind. 
That  never  paiTion  difcompos'd  the  mind.    , 
But  all  fabfifts  by  elemental  ftrife; 
And  paffions  are  the  elements  of  Life.  170 

The  general  Order,  fince  the  whole  began, 
Js  kept  in  Nature,  and  is  kept  in  Man. 

VI.  What  would  this  Man  ?  Now  upward  will  he  foar. 
And,  little  lefs  than  Angel,  would  be  more ; 
Now  looking  downwards,  juft  as  griev'd  appears     175 
To  want  the  llrength  of  bulls,  the  fur  of  bears. 
Made  for  his  ufe  all  creatures  if  he  call. 
Say  what  their  ufe,  had  he  the  powers  of  all  ? 
Nature  to  thefe,  without  profufion,  kind. 
The  proper  organs,  proper  powers  aflign'd;  180 

.Each  feeming  want  compenfated  of  courfe. 
Here  with  degrees  offwiftnefs,  there  offeree; 
All  in  exacl  proportion  to  the  ilate; 
Nothing  to  add,  and  nothing  to  abate. 

D  2  Each 
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Each  beaft,  each  infect,  happy  in  its  own  :  i 

Is  Heaven  unkind  to  Man,  and  Man  alone? 
Shall  he  alone,  whom  ratiotial  we  call, 
De  pleas'd  with  nothing,  if  hot  bleft  with  all? 

The  bhfs  of  Man  (could  Pride  that  blefling  find) 
Is  not  to  aft  or  think  beyond  mankind ;  i 

No  powers  of  body  or  of  foul  to  (hare. 
But  what  his  nature  and  his  ftate  can  bear. 
Why  has  not  Man  a  microfcopic  eye? 
For  this  plain  reafon,  Man  is  not  a  Fly. 
Say  what  the  ufe,  were  finer  optics  given,  i 

T'  infpeft  a  mite,  not  comprehend  the  heaven  ? 
Or  touch,  if  tremblingly  alive  all  o'er. 
To  fmart  and  agonize  at  every  pore  ? 
Or  quick  effluvia  darting  through  the  brain. 
Die  of  a  rofe  in  aromatic  pain  ?  2 

If  nature  thunder'd  in  his  opening  ears. 
And  llunn'd  Mm  with  the  mufic  of  the  fpheres. 
How  would  he  wifh  that  Heaven  had  left  him  Itill 
The  whifpering  Zephyr,  and  the  purling  rill  I 
Who  finds  not  Providence  all  good  and  wife,  2 

Alike  in  what  it  gives,  and  what  denies  ? 

VTI.  Far  as  Creation's  ample  range  extends. 
The  fcale  of  fenfual,  mental  powers  afcends : 
Mark  how  it  mounts  to  Man's  imperial  race. 
From  the  green  myriads  in  the  peopled  grafs :         2 
What  modes  of  fight  betwixt  each  wide  extreme. 
The  mold's  dim  curtain,  and  the  lynx's  beam ; 
Of  fm.ell,  the  headlong  lionefs  between. 
And  hound  fagacious  on  the  tainted  green; 
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Of  hearing,  from  the  life  that  fills  the  flood,  2 1 5 

To  that  which  warbles  through  ths  vernal  wood  ! 

The  fpider's  touch,  how  exquifitely  fine  ! 

Feels  at  each  thread,  and  lives  along  the  line : 

In  the  nice  bee,  what  fenfe  (o  fubtly  true 

From  poifonous  herbs  extradls  the  healing  dew!       ?20 

Plow  Imlinft  varies  in  the  groveling  fwine, 

Compar'd,  half-reafoning  elephant,  with  thine  I 

'Twixt  that,  and  Reafon,  what  a  r.ice  barrier  ! 

For  ever  feparate,  yet  for  ever  near ! 

R.emembrance  and  Refle£lion  how  allied;  225 

What  thin  partitions  Senfe  from  Thought  divide ! 

And  Middle  natures,  how  they  long  to  join. 

Yet  never  pafs  th'  infuperable  line ! 

Without  this  juft  gradation,  could  they  bs 

Subjefted,  thefe  to  thofe,  or  all  to  thee?  230 

The  powers  of  all  f^ibdued  by  thee  alone. 

Is  not  thy  Reafon  all  thefe  powers  in  one  ? 

VIII.  See,  through  this  air,  this  ocean,  and  this  earth. 
All  matter  quick,  and  burlHng  into  birth. 
Above,  how  high,  progrefTive  life  may  go!  235 

Around,  how  wide  !  hovv'  deep  extend  below  ! 
Vaft  chain  of  being !  which  from  God  began. 
Natures  ethereal,  human,  angel,  man, 
Beaft,  bird,  fifh,  infedl,  what  no  eye  can  fee, 
No  glafs  can  reach;  from  Infinite  to  thee,  240 

Variation. 
Ver.  23S,  Ed.  jA. 

Ethereal  ellence,  fpirit,  fubftance,  man. 

D  3  Firm 
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From  thee  to  Nothing. — Oh  fuperior  powers 

Were  we  to  prefs,  inferior  might  on  ours; 

Or  in  the  full  Creation  leave  a  void, 

Where,  one  ftep  broken,  the  great  fcale  's  deftroy'd: 

From  Nature's  chain  whatever  link,  you  ftrike,         245- 

Tenth,  or  ten  thoufandth,  breaks  the  chain  alike. 

And,  if  each  fyflem  in  gradation  roil 
Alike  eiTential  to  th'  amazing  Whole, 
The  leaft  confufion  but  in  one,  not  all 
That  fyftem  only,  bat  the  Whole  mufl  fall.  250 

Let  Earth  unbalanc'd  from  her  orbit  fly. 
Planets  and  Suns  run  lawlefs  through  the  &y; 
Let  ruling  Angels  from  their  fpheres  be  hurl'd. 
Being  on  Being  wreck'd,  and  world  on  world; 
Heaven's  whole  foundations  to  their  centre  nod,       255. 
And  Nature  trembles  to  the  throne  of  God. 
All  this  dread  Order  break — for  whom  ?  for  thee  ? 
Vile  worm  !— oh  Madnefs !  Pride  !  Impiety  ! 

JX.  What  if  the  foot,  ordain'd  the  duft  to  tread. 
Or  hand,  to  toil,  afpir'd  to  be  the  head  ?  26© 

Vv'hat  if  the  head,  the  eye,  or  ear,  repin'd 
To  ferve  mere  engines  to  the  ruling  Mind  ? 
Juft  as  abfurd  for  any  part  to  claim 
To  be  another.  In  this  general  frame : 
Juft  as  abfurd,  to  mourn  the  tafks  or  pains  26^ 

The  great  direfting  Mind  of  all  ordains. 

All  are  but  parts  of  one  ftupendous  whole, 
Whofe  body  Nature  is,  and  God  the  foul ; 
That,  chang'd  through  all,  and  yet  in  all  the  fame ; 
Great  in  the  earth,  as  in  th'  ethereal  frame;  270 

Warm? 
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Warms  in  the  fun,  refrefhes  in  the  breeze. 

Glows  in  the  ftar?,  and  blofToms  in  the  trees ; 

Lives  through  all  life,  extends  through  all  extent ; 

Spreads  undivided,  operates  unfpent ; 

Breathes  in  our  foul,  informs  our  mortal  part,  275 

As  full,  as  perfect,  in  a  hair  as  heart ; 

As  full,  as  perfedt,  in  vile  Man  that  mourns^ 

As  the  rapt  Seraph  that  adores  and  burns : 

To  him  no  high,  no  low,  no  great,  no  fmall; 

He  fills,  he  bounds,  connefts,  and  equals  all.  280 

X.  Ceafe  then,  nor  Order  Imperfection  name  : 
Our  proper  blifs  depends  on  what  we  blame. 
Know  thy  own  point:  This  kind,  this  due  degree 
Of  blindnefs,  vvsaknefs.  Heaven  bellows  on  thee. 
Submit. — In  this,  cr  any  other  fphere,  2S5 

Secure  to  be  as  blell  as  thou  canft  bear ; 
Safe  in  the  hand  of  one  difpofmg  Power, 
Or  in  the  natal,  or  the  mortal  hour. 
All  Nature  is  but  Art,  unknown  to  tliee ; 
All  Chance,  Direftion,  which  thou  canll:  not  (-.-e ;     2;^® 
All  Difcurd,  Harmony  not  underllood ; 
All  partial  Evil,  univerfal  Good. 
And,  fpite  of  Pride,  in  erring  Reafon's  fpite. 
One  truth  is  clear,  Wh.-vt EVER  is,  is  right. 

Variation. 
After  ver.  282,  i  n  the  MS. 

Reafon,  to  think  of  God,  when  flie  pretends, 
Begins  a  Cenfor,  an  Adorer  ends. 

D  4  ARGUMENT 
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ARGUMENT  OF 

EPISTLE        II. 

Of  the  Nature  and  State  of  Man  with  refpe£l  to 
Jlimfelf,  as  an  Individual. 

I.  Th  e  bufmefs  of  Man  not  to  pry  into  God.  but  to  ftudy 
himfelf.  His  Middle  Nature:  hiS  Powers  and  Frail- 
ties, ver.  I  to  19.  The  Limits  cf  his  Capacity,  ver. 
19,  &c.  II.  The  two  Principles  of  Man,  Self-love 
and  Reafon,  both  necelTary,  ver.  53,  &c.  Self-love 
the  ftronger,  and  why,  ver.  61,  8cc.  Their  end  the 
fame,  ver.  8-i,  &c.  III.  The  Pafiions,  and  their 
afe,  ver.  93  to  130.  The  Predominant  Pafiion,  and 
its  force,  ver.  132  to  160.  Its  Neceffity,  in  directing 
Men  to  different  purpofes,  ver.  165,  &c.  Its  provi- 
dential Ufe,  in  fixing  our  Principle,  and  afcertain- 
ing  our  Virtue,  ver.  177.  IV.  Virtue  and  Vice 
joined  in  our  mixed  Nature ;  the  limits  near,  yet  the 
things  feparate  and  evident:  What  is  the  Office  of 
Reafon,  ver.  202  to  216.  V.  How  odious  Vice  in 
itfelf,  and  how  we  deceive  burfelves  into  it,  ver.  217. 
VI.  That,  however,  the  Ends  of  Providence  and 
general  Good  are  anfwered  in  our  PafTions  and  Im- 
perfeftions,  ver.  238,  Sec.  How  ufefuUy  thefe  are 
diftributed  to  all  Orders  of  Men,  ver.  241.  How 
nfeful  they  are  to  Society,  ver.  251.  And  to  Indi- 
viduals, ver.  263.  In  every  ftate,  and  every  age  of 
life,  ver.  273,  &c. 

EPISTLE 
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EPISTLE       II. 

I.  XT'  NOW  then  thyfelf,  prefume  not  God  to  fcan, 
IV  The  proper  ftudy  of  Mankind  is  Man. 

Pbc'd  on  this  ifthmus  of  a  middle  ftate, 

A  being  darkly  wife,  and  rudely  great : 

With  too  much  knowledge  for  the  Sceptic  fide,  5 

With  too  much  weaknefs  for  the  Stoic's  pride. 

He  hangs  between;  in  doubt  to  aft,  or  reft; 

Jn  doubt  to  deem  himfelf  a  God,  or  Beall; 

In  doubt  his  Mind  or  Body  to  prefer ; 

Eorn  but  to  die,  and  reafoning  but  to  err;  lO 

Alike  in  ignoi-ance,  his  reafon  fuch. 

Whether  he  thinks  too  little,  or  too  much: 

Chaos  of  Thought  and  Paffion,  all  confus'd; 

Still  by  himfelf  abus'd  or  difabus'd  ; 

Created  half  to  rife,  and  half  to  fall;  15 

Great  lord  of  all  tilings,  yet  a  prey  to  all ; 

Sole  judge  of  Truth,  in  endlefs  Error  hurl'd: 

The  glory,  jeft,  and  riddle  of  the  world  ! 

Go,  wondrous  creature !  mount  where  Science  guides. 

Go,  meafure  earth,  weigh  air,  and  ftate  the  tides ;     20 

Inftruft 

Variations. 

Ver,  2.  Ed.  I  ft. 

The  only  fcience  of  Mankind  is  Man. 

After  ver.  18,  in  the  MS. 

For  more  perfedtion  than  this  ftate  can  bear 

In  vain  we  figh,  Heaven  made  us  as  we  are. 

As  wiftly  fure  a  modeft  Ape  might  aim 

I'o  be  like  Man,  whcfe  faculties  and  frame  H<^ 
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Inftrudi  the  planets  in  what  orbs  to  run, 

Correft  old  Time,  and  regulate  the  Sun ; 

Go,  foar  with  Plato  to  th'  empyreal  fphere. 

To  the  firft  good,  firft  perfeft,  and  lirll  fair ; 

Or  tread  the  mazy  round  his  followers  trod,  2^ 

And  quitting  fenfe  call  imitating  God; 

As  Eaflern  priefts  in  giddy  circles  rua. 

And  turn  their  heads  to  imitate  the  Sun. 

Go,  teach  Eternal  Wifdom  how  to  rule — 

Then  drop  into  thyfeli,  and  be  a  fool  I  30 

Superior  beings,  when  of  late  they  faw 
A  m.ortal  Man  unfold  a'l  Nature's  Law, 
Admir'd  fuch  wifdom  in  an  earthly  ihape. 
And  fhew'd  a  Newton  as  we  fhew  an  Ape. 

Variations. 
He  fees,  he  feels,  as  you  or  1  to  be 
An  Angel  thing  we  neither  knew  nor  fee. 
Obferve  how  near  he  edges  on  our  race; 
What  human  tricks  !  how  rifible  of  face  ! 
It  mud  be  fo— why  elfe  have  I  the  fenfe 
Of  more  than  monkey  charms  and  excellence? 
Why  elfe  to  walk  on  two  fo  oft  elVay'd  ? 
And  why  this  ardent  longing  for  a  miid  ? 
So  Pug  might  plead,  and  call  his  Gods  unkind 
Till  fet  on  end,  and  married  to  his  mind. 
Go,  reafoning  Thing!  affume  the  Doctor's  chair. 
As  Plato  deep,  as  Seneca  fevere  : 
Fix  moral  fitnefs,  and  to  God  give  rule. 
Then  drop  into  thyfelf,  <i;c. 
Ver.  21,  Edit.  4th  and  5th. 

Shew  by  what  rules  the  wandering  planets  ftray, 
Correft  old  Time,  and  teach  tJie  Sun  his  Way. 

Could 
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Could  he,  whofe  rules  the  rapid  Comet  bind,         35 
Defcribe  or  fix  one  movement  of  his  Mind  ? 
Who  faw  its  fires  here  rife,  and  there  defcend. 
Explain  his  own  beginning  or  his  end  ? 
Alas,  what  wonder  I  Man's  fuperior  part 
Uncheck'd  may  rife,  and  climb  from  art  to  art;         40 
But  when  his  own  great  work  is  but  begun. 
What  Reafon  weaves,  by  Pafiion  is  undone. 

Trace  Science  then,  with  Modefty  thy  guide  j 
Firfc  ftrip  off  all  her  equipage  of  Pride; 
Dedudt  what  is  but  Vanity  or  Drefs,  45 

Or  Learning's  Luxury,  or  Idlenels ; 
Or  tricks  to  fhew  the  ftretch  of  human  brain. 
Mere  curious  pleafare,  or  ingenious  pain; 
Expunge  the  whole,  or  lop  tk'  excrefcent  parts 
Of  all  our  Vices  have  created  Arts;  5« 

Then  fee  how  little  the  r-emaifting  fum. 
Which  ferv'd  the  paft,  and  mule  the  times  to  come ! 

IL  Two  Principles  in  human  nature  reign; 
Self-love,  to  urge,  and  Reafon,  to  reilrain; 
Nor  this  a  good,  nor  that  a  bad  we  call,  55 

Each  works  its  end,  to  move  or  govern  all : 
And  to  their  proper  operation  iHll, 
Afcribe  all  Good,  to  their  improper.  III. 

Self  love,  the  fpring  of  motion,  afts  the  foul; 
Reafon's  comparing  balance  rules  the  whole.  6q 

Variation. 

Ver.  55,  Ed.  I  ft. 

Could  he,  who  taught  each  Planet  where  to  roll, 
Pefcribe  or  fix  one  movement  of  the  Soul  ? 
Who  mark'd  their  points,  to  rife  or  to  defcend, 
Explain  his  own  beginning,  or  his  end  ?  Man, 
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Man,  but  for  that,  no  adion  could  attend. 

And,  but  for  this,  were  aftive  to  no  end: 

Fix'd  like  a  plant  on  his  peculiar  fpot. 

To  draw  nutrition,  propagate,  and  rot; 

Or,  meteor-like,  flame  lawlefs  through  the  void,        65 

Deftroying  others,  by  himfelf  dellroy'd. 

MoPi  ftrength  the  moving  principle  requires; 
Adlive  its  tafk,  it  prompts,  impels,  infpires. 
Sedate  and  quiet  the  comparing  lies, 
Form'd  but  to  check,  deliberate,  and  advife.  70 

Self-love,  flill  ftronger,  as  its  objefts  nigh ; 
Reafcn's  at  diftance,  and  in  profpeft  lie  : 
That  fees  immediate  good  by  prefent  fenfe  ; 
Reafon,  the  future  and  the  confequence. 
Thicker  than  arguments,  temptations  throng,  75 

At  bcft  more  watchful  this,  but  that  more  ftrong. 
The  Aftion  of  the  ftronger  to  fufpend, 
Reafon  ftill  ufe,  to  Reafon  ftill  attend. 
Attention,  habit,  and  experience  gains; 
Each  ftrengthens  Reafon,  and  Self-love  reOrains.        80 
Let  fubtle  fchoolmen  teach  thefe  friends  to  fight. 
More  rtudious  to  divide  than  to  unite ; 
And  Grace  and  Virtue,  Senfe  and  Reafon  fplit. 
With  all  the  rafti  dexterity  of  wit. 
Wits,  juft  like  Fools,  at  war  about  a  name,  85 

Have  full  as  oft  no  meaning,  or  the  fame. 

Variation. 
After  ver  S6,  in  the  MS. 

Of  good  and  evil  Gods  what  frighted  Fools, 
Of  good  and  evil  Reafon  puzzled  Schools, 
Decciv'd,  deceiving,  taught—— 
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Sslf-love  and  Reafon  to  one  end  afpire. 
Pain  their  averfion,  Pieafure  their  defire; 
But  greedy  That,  its  objedt  would  devour. 
This  tafte  the  honey,  and  not  wound  the  flower : 
Pieafure,  or  wrong  or  rightly  underflood. 
Our  greateft  evil,  or  our  greateft  good. 

III.  Modes  of  Self-loye  the  Paflions  we  may  call ; 
'Tis  real  good,  or  feeming,  moves  them  all: 
But  fince  not  every  good  we  can  divide,  95 

And  Reafon  bids  us  for  our  own  provide ; 
Paffions,  though  felfilh,  if  their  means  be  fair. 
Lift  under  Reafon,  and  deferve  her  care ; 
Thof?,  that  imparted,  court  a  nobler  aim. 
Exalt  their  kind,  and  take  fome  Virtue's  name.        100 

In  lazy  Apathy  let  Stoics  boaft 
Their  Virtue  fix'd;  'tis  fix'd  as  in  a  froft; 
Contrafted  all,  retiring  to  the  breaft; 
But  ftrength  of  mind  is  Exercife,  not  Reft: 
The  rifmg  tempeft  puts  in  aft  the  foul ;  105 

Parts  it  may  ravage,  but  preferves  the  whole. 
On  life's  vaft  ocean  diverfely  we  fail, 
Reafon  the  card,  but  Paffion  is  the  gale; 
Nor  God  alone  in  the  ftlll  calm  we  find. 
He  mounts  the  ftorm,  and  walks  upon  the  wind,      i  lo 


Variation. 
After  ver.  108,  in  the  MS. 

A  tedious  Voyage  !  where  how  ufelefs  lies 
The  compafs,  if  no  powerful  gufts  arife  ! 

Paffions, 
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Pafuons,  like  elements,  though  born  to  fight. 
Yet,  mix'd  and  foften'd,  in  his  work,  unite  : 
Thefe  'tis  enough  to  temper  and  employ ; 
But  whafcompofcs  Man,  can  Man  deftrcy? 
Suffice  that  Reafon  keep  to  Nature's  road,  115 

Subje*:!:,  compound  them,  follow  her  and  God. 
Love,  Hope,  and  Joy,  fair  Pleafure's  fmiling  train; 
Hate,  Fear,  and  Grief,  the  family  of  Pain; 
Thefe  mix'd  with  art,  and  to  due  bounds  confin'd. 
Make  and  maintain  the  balance  of  the  mind;  120 

The  lights  and  fnades,  whofe  well-accorded  ftrife 
-Gives  all  the  Ilrength  and  colour  of  our  life. 

Pleafures  are  ever  in  oar  hands  and  eyes ; 
And,  when  in  aft  they  ceafe,  in  profpeft  rife: 
Prefent  to  grafp,  and  future  ftill  to  find,  125 

The  whole  em:ploy  of  body  and  of  mind. 
All  fpread  their  charms,  but  charm  not  all  alike ; 
On  different  fenfes,  different  objefts  flrike  : 
Hence  different  Paffions  more  or  lefs  inflame. 
As  ftrong  or  weak,  the  organs  of  die  frame;  13c 

And  hence  one  mader  Paffion  in  the  breaft. 
Like  Aaron's  ferpent,  fwallows  up  the  reft. 

As  Man,  perhaps,  the  moment  of  his  breath, 
Receives  the  lurking  principle  of  death ; 
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After  ver.  1T2,  in  the  MS. 

The  fofc  reward  the  virtuous,  or  invite; 
The  fierce,  the -vicious  puniih  or  a&'ri^ht. 

The 
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The  young  difeafe,  which  muft  futdue  at  length,     135 
CJrGws  with  his  growth,  and  ftrengthens  with  his  ftrength : 
So,  caft  and  mingled  with  his  very  frame. 
The  Mind's  difeafe,  its  ruling  Pa'ffion  came ; 
Each  vital  humour,  which  fhonld  feed  the  whole. 
Soon  flows  to  this,  in  body  and  in  foul :  140 

Whatever  warms  the  heart,  or  fills  the  head. 
As  the  mind  opens,  and  its  fundlions  fpread. 
Imagination  plies  her  dangerous  art. 
And  pours  it  all  upon  the  -peccant  part. 

Nature  its  mother.  Habit  is  its  nurfe;  145 

Wit,  Spirit,  Faculties,  but  make  it  worfe; 
Reafon  itfelf  but  gives  it  edge  and  power ; 
As  Heaven's  bleil  beam  turns  vinegar  more  four. 

We,  wretched  fubjedls  though  to  lawful  fway. 
In  this  weak  queen,  fome  favourite  ftiU  obey:  iro 

Ah !  if  ihe  lend  not  arms,  as  well  as  rules. 
What  can  Ihe  more  than  tell  us  we  are  fools  ? 
Teach  us  to  mourn  our  Nature,  not  to  mend ; 
A  {harp  accufer,  but  a  helplefs  friend ! 
Or  from  a  judge  turn  pleader,  to  perfuade  I  re 

The  choice  we  make,  or  juftify  it  made; 
Proud  of  an  eafy  conquell  all  along. 
She  but  removes  weak  paffions  for  the  ftrong : 
So,  when  fmall  humours  gather  to  a  gout, 
The  doftor  fancies  he  has  driv'n  them  out.  iCo 

Yes,  Nature's  road  mufl:  ever  be  preferr'd; 
Reafon  is  here  no  guide,  but  ftill  a  guard  : 
'Tis  hers  to  redify,  not  overthrow. 
And  treat  this  paiTion  more  as  friend  than  foe ; 

A  mightier 
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A  mightier  Power  the  flrong  direflion  fends,  165 

And  feveral  Men  impels  to  feveral  ends : 

Like  varying  winds,  by  ether  palfions  toft. 

This  drives  them  confrant  to  a  certain  coaft. 

Let  power  or  knowledge,  gold  or  glory,  pleafe. 

Or  (oft  more  ftrong  than  all)  the  love  of  eafe;         176 

Through  life  'tis  foUow'd,  ev'n  at  life's  expence; 

The  merchant's  toil,  the  fage's  indolence. 

The  monk's  humility,  the  hero's  pride. 

All,  all  alike,  find  Reafon  on  their  fide. 

Th'  Eternal  Art,  educing  good  from  ill,  175 

Grafts  on  this  FafTion  our  beft  principle ; 
*Tis  thus  the  Mercury  of  Man  is  fix'd. 
Strong  grows  the  Virtue  with  his  nature  mix'd; 
The  drofs  cements  what  elfe  were  too  rifin'd. 
And  in  one  intereft  body  a£i:s  with  mind.  1 80 

As  fruits,  ungrateful  to  the  planter's  care. 
On  favage  flocks  inferted  learn  to  bear ; 
The  fureft  Virtues  thus  from  Faffions  ihoot. 
Wild  Nature's  vigour  working  at  the  root. 
What  crops  of  wit  and  honefty  appear  185 

From  fpleen,  from  obftinacy,  hate,  or  fear ! 
See  anger,  zeal  and  fortitude  fupply  ; 
Ev'n  avarice,  prudence;  floth,  philofophy; 
Luft,  through  fome  certain  ftrainers  well  refin'd. 
Is  gentle  love,  and  charms  all  womankind;  19D 

Envy,  to  which  th'  ignoble  mind  's  a  flave. 
Is  emulation  in  the  learn'd  or  brave ; 


Nor 
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Nor  Virtue,  male  or  female,  can  we  name, 

]>.  ■:  whr.t  will  grow  on  Pride,  or  grow  on  Shame. 

Thus  Nature  gives  us  (let  it  check  our  pride)      195 
The  virtue  neareft  to  our  vice  ally'd : 
P^eafon  the  byas  turns  to  good  from  ill. 
And  Nero  reigns  a  Titus,  if  he  will. 
The  nery  foul  abhorr'd  in  Catiline, 
In  Decius  charms,  in  Curtius  is  divine  ;  200 

The  fame  ambition  can  dellroy  or  favc. 
And  makes  a  patriot  as  it  makes  a  knave. 

This  light  and  darknefs  in  our  chaos  join'd. 
What  fhall  divide  ?  The  God  within  the  mind. 

Var  iations. 
After  ver.  194,  in  the  MS. 

Plow  oft,  with  Paflion,  Virtue  points  her  Charms  '. 

Then  fliines  the  Hero,  then  the  Patriot  warms. 

Peleus'  great  Son,  or  Brutus,  who  had  known. 

Had  Lucrece  been  a  Whore,  or  Helen  none  ? 

But  Virtues  oppofite  to  make  agree. 

That,  Reafon!  is  thy  tafk,  and  worthy  Thee. 

Hard  tafk,  cries  Bibulus,  and  Reafon  weak. 

— Make  it  a  point,  dear  Marquefs,  or  a  pique. 

Once,  for  a  whim,  perfuade  yourfelf  to  pay 

A  debt  to  reafon,  like  a  debt  at  play. 

For  right  or  wrong,  have  mortals  fufter'd  more  ? 

B for  his  Prince,  or  *  *  for  his  Whore  ? 

Whofe  felf-denials  nature  moft  controul  ? 
His,  who  would  fave  a  Sixpence,  or  his  Soul  r 
V/eb  for  his  health,  a  Chartreux  for  his  Sin, 
Contend  they  not  which  fooneft  fhall  grow  thin  ? 
What  we  refolve,  we  can  :    but  here  's  the  fault, 
We  ne'er  refolve  to  do  the  thing  we  ought. 

Vol.  XL VI.  E  Extremes 
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Extremes  in  Nature  equal  ends  produce,  205 

In  man  they  join  to  fom.e  myfterious  ufe; 
Though  each  by  turns  the  other's  bound  invade. 
As,  in  fome  well-wrought  picture,  light  and  (hade. 
And  oft  fo  mix,  the  difference  is  too  nice 
Where  ends  the  Virtue,  or  begins  the  Vice.  210 

Fools !  who  from  hence  into  the  notion  fall. 
That  Vice  or  Virtue  there  is  none  at  all. 
If  white  and  black  blend,  foften,  and  unite 
A  thoufand  ways,  is  there  no  black  or  white? 
Afk  your  own  heart,  and  nothing  is  fo  plain ;  215 

'Tis  to  miftake  them,  cofts  the  time  and  pain. 

Vice  is  a  monfter  of  fo  frightful  mien. 
As,  to  be  hated,  needs  but  to  be  feen ; 
Yet  feen  too  oft,  familiar  with  her  face. 
We  iirft  endure,  then  pity,  then  embrace.  220 

But  where  th'  Extreme  of  Vice,  was  ne'er  agreed : 
ACi  where  's  the  North  ?  at  York,  'tis  on  the  Tweed ; 
In  Scotland,  at  the  Orcades ;  and  there. 
At  Greenland,  Zembla,  or  the  Lord  knows  where. 
No  creature  owns  it  in  the  firft  degree,  225 

But  thinks  his  neighbour  further  gone  than  he : 

Ev'n 
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After  %'er.  22c,  in  the  firft  Edition  followed  thefe  : 

A  Cheat !   A  Whore  !  who  ftarts  not  at  the  name, 
In  all  the  Inns  of  Court  or  Drury-lane  ? 

After  ver.  226,  in  the  MS- 

The  Colonel  fwears  the  Agent  is  a  dog  5 
The  Scrivener  vows  th'  Attorney  is  a  rogue. 

Againft 
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Ev'n  thofe  who  dwell  beneath  Its  very  zone. 
Or  never  feel  the  rage,  or  never  own; 

iiat  happier  ratures  fhrink  at  with  aiFrighc, 
.  !.e  hard  inhabitant  contends  is  right.  230 

Virtuous  and  vicious  every  Man  rniift  be. 
Few  in  th'  extreme,  but  all  in  the  degree; 
The  rogue  and  fool  by  fits  is  fair  and  wife; 
And  ev'n  the  beft,  by  lits,  what  they  defpife. 
'  ris  but  by  parts  we  follow  good  or  ill;  235 

For,  Vice  or  Virtue,  Self  direas  it  ftill ; 
Each  individual  feeks  a  feveral  goal; 
But  Heaven's  great  view,  is  One,   and  that  the  Whole. 
That  counter-works  each  folly  and  caprice ; 
That  difappoints  th'  eiFeft  of  every  vice :  240 

That,  happy  frailties  to  all  ranks  apply'd ; 
Shame  to  the  virgin,  to  the  matron  pride  ; 
Fear  to  the  ftatefman,  ralhnefs  to  the  chief; 
To  kings  prefumption,  and  to  crowds  belief: 
That,  Virtue's  ends  from  vanity  can  raife,  245 

Which  feeks  no  intercll,  no  reward  but  praife ; 
And  build  on  wants,  and  on  defedls  of  mind. 
The  joy,  the  peace,  the  glory  of  Mankind. 

Heaven  forming  each  on  other  to  depend, 
A  mailer,  or  a  fervant,  or  a  friend,  250 


Variations. 
Agalnfl  tha  Thief  th'  Attorney  loud  Inveigh:, 
For  whofs  ten  pounds  the  County  twenty  pays. 
The  Thief  damns  Judges,  and  the  Knaves  of  State  j 
And  dying,  mourns  fmall  Villains  hang'd  by  great. 

E  3  Bids 
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Bids  each  on  other  for  afliftance  call. 

Till  one  Man's  weaknefs  grows  the  ilrength  of  all. 

Wants,  frailties,  paffions,  clofer  Hill  ally 

The  common  intereft,  or  endear  the  tie. 

To  thefe  we  owe  true  friendOiip,  love  fmcere,  235 

Each  home-felt  joy  that  life  inherits  here; 

Yet  from  the  fame  we  learn,  in  its  decline, 

Thofe  joys,  thofe  loves,  thofe  interefts,  to  refign; 

Taught  half  by  reafon,  half  by  mere  decay. 

To  welcome  death,  and  calmly  pafs  away.  260 

Whate'er  the  paffion,  knowledge,  fame,  or  pelf. 
Not  one  will  change  his  neighbour  with  liimfelf. 
The  learn'd  is  happy  nature  to  explore. 
The  fool  is  happy  that  he  knov/s  no  more ; 
The  rich  is  happy  in  the  plenty  given,  265 

The  poor  contents  him  with  the  care  of  Heaven. 
See  the  blind  beggar  dance,  the  cripple  ling. 
The  fot  a  hero,  lunatic  a  king ; 
The  ftarving  chemift  in  his  golden  views 
Supremely  bleU,  the  poet  in  his  Mufe.  270 

See  fom.e  ftrange  comfort  every  ftate  attend. 
And  pride  beftow'd  on  all,  a  common  friend : 
See  fome  fit  paflion  every  age  fupply  ; 
Hope  travels  through,  nor  quits  us  when  we  die. 

Behold  the  child,  by  nature's  kindly  law,  275 

Pleas 'd  with  a  rattle,  tickled  with  a  ftraw : 
Some  livelier  play-thing  gives  his  youth  delight, 
A  little  louder,  but  as  empty  quite : 
Scarfs,  garters,  gold,  amufe  his  riper  ftage. 
And  beads  and  prayer-bocks  are  the  toys  of  age :     280 

Pleas'd 
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Pleas'd  with  this  bauble  lli!I,  as  tliat  before; 

Till  tir'd  he  fleeps,  and  Life's  poor  play  is  o'er. 

Meanwhile  Opinion  gilds  with  varying  rays 

"fhofe  painted  clouds  that  beautify  our  days ; 

Each  want  of  happinefs  by  Hope  fupply'd,  ■  285 

And  each  vacuity  of  fenfe  by  Pride  : 

Thefe  build  as  faft  as  knowledge  can  deftroy; 

In  folly's  cup  ftill  laughs  the  bubble,  joy; 

One  profpeft  loft,  another  ftill  we  gain; 

And  not  a  vanity  is  giv'n  in  vain ;  290 

Ev'n  mean  Self-love  becomes,  by  force  divine. 

The  fcale  to  meafure  others  wants  by  thine.  ' 

See !  and  ccnfefs,  one  comfort  ftill  muft  rife ; 

*Tis  this.  Though  iVIan's  a  fool,  yet  God  is  wise. 


E  3  ARGUMENT 
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ARGUMENT   OF 
EPISTLE      TIT. 

Of  the  Nature  and  State  of  Man  with  refpeft 
to  Society. 

I.  THE  whole  Univerfe  one  fyllem  of  Society,  ver.  7, 
&c.  Nothing  made  wholly  for  itfelf,  nor  yet  wholly 
for  another,  ver.  27.  Thehappinefs  of  Animals  mu- 
tual, ver.  49.  II.  Reafon  or  Inftlnft  operate  ahke  to 
the  good  of  each  Individual,  ver.  79.  Reafon  or  In- 
IHnft  operate  alfo  to  Society  in  all  animals,  ver.  109. 
III.  How  far  Society  carried  by  Inflincl,  ver.  115. 
How  much  farther  by  Reafon,  ver.  128.  IV.  Of  that 
which  is  called  the  State  of  Nature,  ver.  144.  Rea- 
fon inltrufted  by  Inftinft  in  the  Invention  of  Arts, 
ver.  166.  and  in  the  Forms  of  Society,  ver.  176. 
V.  Origin  of  Political  Societies,  ver.  196.  Origui  of 
Monarchy,  ver.  207.  Patriarchal  Government,  ver. 
212,  VI.  Origin  of  true  Religion  and  Government, 
from  the  fame  principle,  of  Love,  ver.  231,  &c. 
Origin  of  Superllition  and  Tyranny,  from  the  fame 
principle,  of  Fear,  ver.  237,  &c.  The  Influence  of 
Self-love  operating  to  the  fecial  and  public  Good, 
ver.  266.  Reftcration  of  true  Religion  and  Govern- 
ment on  their  firil  principle,  ver.  285.  Mixed  Go- 
vernment, ver.  288.  Various  Forms  of  each,  and 
the  true  end  of  all,  vgr.  300,  &c. 

EPISTLE 
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EPISTLE        III. 

HERE  then  we  reft;  "  the  Univerfal  Caufe 
"  A6ts  to  one  end,  but  afts  by  various  laws." 
In  all  the  madnefs  of  luperfiuci^s  health. 
The  train  of  pride,  the  impudence  of  wealth. 
Let  this  great  truth  be  prefent  night  and  day ;  5 

But  moll  be  prefent,  if  we  preach  or  pray. 

Look  round  cur  World;  behold  the  chain  of  Love 
Combining  all  below,  and  all  above. 
See  plaflic  Nature  working  to  this  end. 
The  fmgle  atoms  each  to  other  tend,  19 

Attraft,  attradled  to,  the  next  in  place 
Form'd  and  impell'd  its  neighbour  to  embrace. 
See  matter  next,  with  various  life  endued, 
Prefs  to  one  centre  Hill,  the  General  Good. 
See  dying  vegetables  life  faltain,  1 5 

See  life  diiTolving  vegetate  again : 
All  forms  that  perilh  other  form.s  fupply, 
(By  turns  we  catch  the  vital  breath,  and  die) 
Like  bubbles  on  the  fea  of  Matter  borne. 
They  rife,  they  break,  and  to  that  fea  return.  30 

Nothing  is  foreign ;  Parts  relate  to  whole ; 
One  all-extending,  all-preferving  Soul 
'Conncfts  each  being,  greateft  with  the  leaft ; 
Made  Beaft  in  aid  of  Man,  and  Man  of  Bcall; 


Variation. 
Ver.  I.  In  feveral  Edit,  in  410. 

Learn,  Dulnefs,  learn  i  "  The  Univerfal  Caufe,  &c. 

E4  All 
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All  ferv'd,  all  ferving  :  nothing  ftands  alone  ;  25 

The  chain  holds  on,  and  where  it  ends,  unknown. 
Has  God,  thou  fool!  work'd  folely  for  thy  good. 

Thy  joy,  thy  pallime,  thy  attire,  thy  food! 

Who  for  thy  table  feeds  the  wanton  fawn. 

For  him  as  kindly  fpread  the  flowery  lawn:  30 

Is  it  for  thee  the  lark  afcends  and  fmgs  ? 

Joy  tunes  his  voice,  joy  elevates  his  wings. 

Is  it  for  thee  the  linnet  pours  his  throat? 

Loves  of  his  own  and  raptures  fwell  the  note. 

The  bounding  ftecd  you  pompoufly  beftride,  35 

Shares  with  his  lord  the  pleafure  and  the  pride. 

Is  thine  alone  the  feed  that  ftrews  the  plain  ? 

The  birds  of  heaven  fliall  vindicate  their  grain. 

Thine  the  full  harveft  of  the  golden  year  ? 

Part  pays,  and  juftly,  the  deferving  fteer:  40 

The  hog,  that  ploughs  not,  nor  obeys  thy  call. 
Lives  on  the  labours  of  this  lord  of  all. 

Know,  Nature's  children  all  divide  her  care ; 
The  fur  that  warms  a  monarch,  warm'd  a  bear. 
While  Man  exclaims,  "  See  all  things  for  my  ufe !"  45 
"  See  man  for  mine  !"  replies  a  pamper'd  gcofe: 
And  juft  as  fhort  of  reafon  He  muft  fall, 
Who  thinks  all  made  for  one,  not  one  for  all. 


Variation. 
After  ver.  46,  in  the  former  Editions, 

What  care  to  tend,  to  lodge,  to  cram,  to  treat  him  ! 
All  this  he  knew  ;  but  not  that  'twas  to  eat  him. 
As  far  as  Goofe  could  judge,  he  reafon'd  right } 
But  as  to  Man,  miftook  the  matter  (^uite. 

Grant 
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Grant  that  the  powerful  ftill  the  weak  controul; 
Be  Man  the  Wit  and  Tyrant  of  the  whole  :  50 

Nature  that  Tyrant  checks ;  he  only  knows. 
And  helps,  another  creature's  wants  and  woes. 
Say,  will  the  falcon.  Hooping  from  above, 
Smit  with  her  varying  plumage,  fpare  the  dove  ? 
Admires  the  jay  the  infedl's  gilded  wings?  55 

Or  hears  the  hawk  when  Philomela  fmgs? 
Man  cares  for  all :  to  birds  he  gives  his  woods. 
To  beafts  his  paflures,  and  to  fifh  his  floods : 
For  fome  his  intercH  prompts  him  to  provide. 
For  more  his  pleafure,  yet  for  more  his"  pride  :  60 

All  feed  on  one  vain  Patron,  and  erjoy 
Th'  extenfive  bleffing  of  his  luxury. 
That  very  life  his  learned  hunger  craves. 
He  faves  from  famine,  from  the  favage  faves; 
Nay,  fcafts  the  animal  he  dooms  his  feaft,  65 

Ai-.d,  till  he  ends  the  being,  makes  it  blell: : 
Which  fees  no  more  the  ftroke,  or  feels  the  pain. 
Than  favour'd  Man  by  touch  ethereal  flain. 
The  creature  had  his  feaft  of  life  before  ; 
Thou  too  muft  perifh,  when  thy  feaft  is  o'er !  70 

To  each  unthinking  being.  Heaven  a  friend. 
Gives  not  the  ufelefs  knowledge  of  its  end  : 
To  Man  imparts  it ;  but  with  fuch  a  view 
As,  while  he  dreads  it,  makes  him  hope  it  too  : 
The  hour  conceal'd,  and  fo  remote  the  fear,  75 

Death  ftill  draws  nearer,  never  feeming  near. 
Great  ftandliig  miracle !  that  Heaven  affign'd 
Its  only  thinking  thing  this  turn  of  mind. 

II.  Wliether 
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II.  Whether  with  Reafon,  or  with  InlHn£l  bleft. 
Know,  all  enjoy  that  power  which  fuits  them  bell;    So 
To  bills  alike  by  that  diredion  tend. 
And  find  the  means  prcportion'd  to  their  end. 
S.iy,  where  full  Jnftindi  is  th'  unerring  guide, 
V/hat  Pope  or  Council  can  they  need  befide  ? 
Reafon,  however  able,  cool  at  bell,  85 

Cares  not  for  fervice,  or  but  ferves  when  preft. 
Stays  till  we  call,  and  then  not  often  near; 
But  honefl:  Inftinft  comes  a  volunteer. 
Sure  never  to  o'erfhoot,  but  juft  to  hit; 
While  fiill  too  wide  or  Ihort  is  human  Wit;  90 

Sure  by  quick  Nature  happinefs  to  gain, 
W'hich  heavier  Reafon  labours  at  in  vain. 
This  too  ferves  always,  Reafon  never  long  : 
One  muft  go  right,  the  other  may  go  wrong. 
See  then  the  adling  and  comparing  powers  95 

One  in  their  nature,  v/hich  are  two  in  ours ! 
And  Reafon  raife  o'er  Inftinft  as  you  can. 
In  this  'tis  God  direfts,  in  that  'tis  Man. 

Who  taught  the  nations  of  the  field  and  wood 
To  Ihun  their  poifon,  and  to  chufe  tlieir  food?         100 
Prefcient,  the  tides  or  tempefts  to  withftand,' 
Build  on  the  wave,  or  arch  beneath  the  fand  ? 

Variation. 
After  ver.  84,  in  the  MS. 

While  Man,  with  opening  views  of  various  ways 
Confounded,  by  the  aid  of  knowledge  ftrays  ; 
Too  weak  to  chufe,  yet  chufing  ftill  in  hafte, 
One  moment  gives  the  pleafure  and  diftaftc. 

Wh9 
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Who  made  the  fpider  parallels  defign. 

Sure  as  De  Moivre,  without  rule  or  line  ? 

Who  bid  the  ftork,  Columbus-like,  explore  105 

Heavens  net  his  own,  and  worlds  unknown  before  ? 

Who  calls  the  council.  Hates  the  certain  day  ? 

Who  forms  the  phalanx,  and  who  points  the  way  ? 

III.  God,  in  the  nature  of  each  being,  founds 
Its  proper  blifs,  and  fets  its  proper  bounds :  1 10 

But  as  he  fram'd  a  Whole,  the  Whole  to  blefs. 
On  mutual  Wants  built  mutual  Happinefs  : 
So  from  the  firll,  eternal  Order,  ran. 
And  creature  link'd  to  creature,  man  to  man. 
Whate'er  of  life  all-quickening  aether  keeps,  1 1 5 

Or  breathes  through  air,  or  fhoots  beneath  the  deeps. 
Or  pours  profufe  on  earth,  one  nature  feeds 
The  vital  flame,  and  fwells  the  genial  feeds. 
Not  man  alone,  but  all  that  roam  the  wood. 
Or  wing  the  fey,  or  roll  along  the  flood,  120 

Each  loves  itfelf,  but  not  itfelf  alone. 
Each  fox  defires  alike,  till  two  are  one. 
Nor  ends  the  pleafure  with  the  fierce  embrace ; 
They  love  themfelves,  a  third  time,  in  their  race. 
Thus  beafl:  and  bird  their  common  charge  attend,    125 
The  mothers  nurfe  it,  and  the  ures  defend  ; 
Tive  young  difmifs'd  to  wander  earth  or  air. 
There  flops  the  Inftinft,  and  there  ends  the  care; 
The  link  difTolvcs,  each  feeks  a  frefti  embrace. 
Another  love  fucceeds,  another  race.  130 

A  longer  care  Man's  helplefs  kind  demands  ; 
That  longer  care  contracts  more  laiting  bands : 

Refleaion, 
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Refleftion,  Reafon,  ftill  the  ties  improve. 

At  once  extend  the  intereft,  and  the  love  : 

With  choice  we  fix,  with  fympathy  we  burn;  135 

Each  Virtue  in  each  Paffion  takes  its  turn; 

And  ftill  new  needs,  new  helps,  new  habits  rife. 

That  graft  benevolence  on  charities. 

Still  as  one  brood,  and  as  another  rofe, 

Thcfe  natural  love  maintain'd,  habitual  thofe:  140 

The  laft,  fcarce  ripen'd  into  perfed  Man, 

Saw  helplefs  him  from  whom  their  life  began : 

Memory  and  forecaft  jull  returns  engage. 

That  pointed  back  to  youth,  this  on  to  age ; 

While  pleafure,  gratitude,  and  hope,  combin'd,        145 

Still  fpread  the  intereil,  and  preferve  the  kind. 

IV.  Nor  think,  inNATURE'sSrATE  they  blindly  trod ; 
The  State  of  Nature  was  the  reign  of  God : 
Self-love  and  Social  at  her  birth  began. 
Union  the  bond  of  all  tilings,  and  of  Man.  150 

Pride  then  was  not;  nor  Arts,  that  Pride  to  aid; 
Man  walk'd  with  beaft,  joint  tenant  of  the  fhade; 
The  fame  his  table,  and  the  fame  his  bed ; 
No  murder  cloath'd  him,  and  no  murder  fed. 
In  the  fame  temple,  the  refounding  wood,  1 5  5 

All  vocal  beings  hymn'd  their  equal  God : 
The  Ihrine  v.ith  gore  unftain'd,  with  gold  undrefs'd, 
Unbrib'd,  unbloody.  Hood  the  blamelefs  pricit : 
Heaven's  Attribute  was  Univerfal  Care, 
And  man's  prerogative,  to  rule,  but  fpare.  i6d 

Ah  !  how  unlike  the  man  of  times  to  come ! 
Of  half  that  live  the  butcher  and  the  tomb ; 

Who, 
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Who,  foe  to  Nature,  hears  the  general  groan, 
M\irders  their  (pecies,  and  betrays  his  own. 
Bat  jull  difeafe  to  luxury  fucceeds,  165 

And  every  death  its  own  avenger  breeds  ; 
The  Fury-paffions  from  that  blood  began. 
And  turn'd  on  Man,  a  fiercer  favage,  Man. 
See  him  from  Nature  rifmg  flow  to  Art ! 
To  copy  inftinft  thea  was  reafon's  part:  i-O 

Thus  then  to  Man  the  voice  of  Nature  fpake — 
"  Go,  from  the  Creatures  thy  inftrudtions  take  : 
"  Learn  from  the  birds  what  food  the  thickets  yield; 
"  Learn  from  the  beafts  the  phyfic  of  the  field; 
"  Thy  arts  of  building  from  the  bee  receive;  175 

"  Learn  of  the  mole  to  plough,  the  worm  to  wea\e; 
"  Learn  of  the  little  Nautilus  to  fail, 
"  Spread  the  thin  oar,  and  catch  the  driving  gale. 
"  Here  too  all  forms  of  fecial  union  find, 
"  And  hence  let  Reafon,  late,  inllruft  Mankind:     180 
"  Here  fubterranean  works  and  cities  fee; 
"  There  towns  aerial  on  the  waving  tree. 
"  Learn  each  fmall  People's  genius,  policies, 
*'  The  Ant's  republic,  and  the  realm  of  Bees ; 
"  How  thofe  in  common  all  their  wealth  bellow,     1 85 
"   And  Anarchy  without  confufion  know; 
"  And  thefe  for  ever,  though  a  Monarch  reign, 
"  Their  feparate  cells  and  properties  maintain. 
"  Mark  what  unvary'd  laws  preferve  each  ftate, 
*'  Laws  wife  as  Nature,  and  as  fix'd  as  Fate.  190 

"  In  vain  thy  Reafon  finer  webs  fliall  draw, 
*'  Entangle  Juftice  in  her  net  of  Law, 

*'  And 
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*'  And  right,  too  rigid,  harden  into  wrong; 

*'  Still  for  the  ftrong  too  weak,  the  weak  too  ftrong. 

*'  Yet  go  !  and  thus  o'er  all  the  creatures  fvvay,       195 

"  Thus  let  the  wifer  make  the  reft  obey : 

**  And  for  thofe  Arts  mere  Inftinft  could  afford, 

*'  Be  crovvn'd  as  IVIonarchs,  or  as  Gods  ador'd." 

V.  Great  Nature  fpoke;  obfervant  Man  obey'd; 
Cities  were  built.  Societies  were  made :  200 

Here  rofe  one  little  ftate  ;  another  near 
Grew  by  like  means,  and  join'd,  through  love  or  fear. 
Did  here  the  trees  with  ruddier  burdens  bend. 
And  there  the  ftreams  in  purer  rills  defcend  ? 
What  War  could  raviHi,  Commerce  could  beftow;  zoj 
And  he  return'd  a  friend,  who  came  a  foe. 
Converfe  and  Love  mankind  might  ftrongly  draw. 
When  Love  was  Liberty,  and  Nature  Law. 

Variations. 

Ver,  197,  in  the  firft  Editions, 

Who  for  thofe  Arts  they  learnM  of  brutes  before, 
As  Kings  fhall  crown  them,  or  as  Gods  adore. 

"Ver.  aor.  Here  rofe  one  little  ftate,  &c.]  In  the  MS.  thus: 
The  neighbours  leagu'd  to  guard  their  common  fpocj 
And  Love  was  Nature's  didlate;  Murder,  not. 
For  want  alone  each  animal  contends  j 
Tigers  with  Tigers,  that  remov'd,  are  friends. 
Plain  Nature's  wants  the  common  mother  crown'd. 
She  pour'd  her  acorns,  herbs,  and  ftreams  around. 
No  Treafure  then  for  rapine  to  invade. 
What  need  to  fight  for  fuc-fhlne  or  for  fhade  ? 
And  half  the  caufe  of  conteft  v/as  remov'd, 
When  beauty  could  be  kind  to  all  who  lov'd. 

The* 
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Thus  ftates  were  form'd;  the  name  of  King  unknown. 
Till  common  intereil  plac'd  the  fvvay  in  one.  210 

*Twas  Virtue  only  (or  in  arts  or  arms, 
DifFufing  bleffings,  or  averting  harms) 
The  fame  which  in  a  fire  the  Sons  obey'd, 
A  Prince  the  Father  of  a  Peofb  made. 

VI.  Till  then,  by  Nature  crown'd,  each  Patriarch  fate, 
YJing,  priefl:,  and  parent,  of  his  growing  ftate  : 
On  him,  their  fecond  Providence,  they  hung. 
Their  law  his  eye,  their  oracle  his  tongue. 
Ke  from  the  wondering  furrow  call'd  the  food. 
Taught  to  com.mand  the  fire,  controul  the  flood,      220 
Draw  forth  the  monilers  of  th'  abyfs  profound. 
Or  fetch  th'  atirial  eagle  to  the  ground. 
Till  drooping,  fickening,  dying,  they  began 
Whom  they  rever'd  as  God  to  mourn  as  Man : 
Then,  looking  up  from  fire  to  fire,  explor'd  225 

One  great  Firll  Father,  and  that  firfl  ador'd. 
Or  plain  tradition  that  this  All  begun, 
Convey'd  unbroken  faith  from  fire  to  fon; 
The  worker  from  the  work  diftinft  was  known. 
And  fimple  Reafon  never  fought  but  one :  230 

Ere  V/it  oblique  had  broke  that  fteady  light, 
Man,  like  his  Maker,  faw  that  all  was  right ; 
To  Virtue,  in  the  paths  of  Pleafure  trod, 
And  ov/n'd  a  Father  when  he  own'd  a  God. 
Love  all  the  faith,  and  all  th'  allegiance  then;        235 
For  Nature  knew  no  right  divine  in  Men, 
No  ill  could  fear  in  God ;  and  underftood 
A  fovereign  being,  but  a  fovereign  good. 

True 
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True  faith,  true  policy,  united  ran ; 
That  was  but  love  of  God,  and  this  of  Man.  240 

Who  firft  taught  fouls  enflav'd,  and  realms  undone, 
Th'  enormous  faith  of  many  made  for  one  ; 
That  proud  exception  to  all  Nature's  laws, 
T'  invert  the  world,  and  counter-work  its  Caufe  ? 
Force  firft  made  Conqueft,  and  that  conquefi:.  Law; 
Till  Superftition  taught  the  tyrant  awe. 
Then  fhar'd  the  Tyranny,  then  lent  it  aid. 
And  Gods  of  Conquerors,  Slaves  of  Subjects  made  : 
She  'midft  the  lightning's  blaze,  and  thunder's  found. 
When  rock'd  the  mountains,   and  when  groan'd  the 
ground,  250 

She  taught  the  weak  to  bend,  the  proud  to  pray. 
To  Power  unfeen,  and  mightier  far  than  they : 
She,  from  the  rending  earth,  and  burfHng  fides. 
Saw  Gods  defcend,  and  fiends  infernal  rife  : 
Here  fix'd  the  dreadful,  there  the  bleft  abodes ;       255 
Fear  made  her  Devils,  and  weak  Hope  her  Gods ; 
Gods  partial,  changeful,  paffionate,  unjuft, 
Whofe  attributes  were  Rage,  Revenge,  or  Lull ; 
Such  as  the  fouls  of  cowards  might  conceive. 
And,  form'd  like  tyrants,  tyrants  would  believe.     260 
Zeal  then,  not  charity,  became  the  guide  ; 
And  hell  was  built  on  fpite,  and  heaven  on  pride. 
Then  facred  feem'd  th'  ethereal  vault  no  more; 
Altars  grew  marble  then,  and  reek'd  with  gore : 
Then  firft  the  Flamen  tafted  living  food ;  265 

Next  his  grim  idol  fmear'd  with  human  blood; 

\^-ith 
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\yith  heaven's  own  thunders  fhook  the  world  below, 
Ar.i  play'd  the  God  an  engine  on  his  foe. 

So  drives  Self-love,  through  juft,  and  through  unjuft. 
To  one  man's  power,  ambition,  lucre,  luft:  270 

The  fame  Self-love,  in  all,  becomes  the  caufe 
Of  what  reftrains  him,  Government  and  Laws. 
For,  what  one  likes,  if  others  like  as  well. 
What  ferves  one  will,  when  many  v/ills  rebel  ? 
How  fhall  he  keep,  what,  fleeping  or  awake,  275 

A  weaker  ma,y  furprize,  a  ftronger  take? 
Kis  fafeiy  maft  his  liberLy  reftrain: 
All  join  to  guard  v/hat  each  defires  to  gain. 
Forc'd  into  virtue  thus,  by  Self-defence, 
Ev'n  Kings  karn'd  jufdcc  and  benevolence :  280 

Self-love  forfook  the  path  it  firft  puriued. 
And  found  the  private  in  the  public  good. 

'Twas  then  the  ftudious  head  or  generous  mind. 
Follower  of  God,  or  friend  of  human  kind. 
Poet  or  Patriot,  rofe  but  to  reftore  2S5 

The  Faith  and  Moral,  Nature  gave  before ; 
Relum'd  her  ancient  light,  not  kindled  new; 
If  not  God's  Image,  yet  his  (hadow  drew : 
Taught  Povv'er's  due  ufe  to  People  and  to  Kings, 
Taught  ncr  to  flack,  nor  ftrain  its  tender  llrings,      290 
The  Icfs,  or  greater,  fet  fo  juftly  true. 
That  touching  one  muft  ftrike  the  other  too ; 
Till  jarring  interePcs  of  thernfelves  create 
Th'  according  mufic  of  a  well-mix'd  State. 
Such  is  the  world's  great  harmony,  that  fprlngs       295 
From  Order,  Union,  full  Confent  of  tlungs : 

Vol.  XLVL  F  Where 
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Where  fmall  and  great,  where  weak  and  mighty,  made 

To  ferve,  not  fuiFer,  flrengthen,  not  invade ; 

More  powerful  each  as  needful  to  the  reft. 

And,  in  proportion  as  it  blelTes,  blelt;  300 

Draw  to  one  point,  and  to  one  centre  bring 

Beail,  Man,  or  Angel,  Servant,  Lord,  or  King. 

For  Forms  of  Government  let  fools  contelt; 
Whatever  is  beft  adminifter'd  is  beft : 
For  Modes  of  Faith,  let  gracelefs  zealots  fight  j       305 
His  can't  be  wrong  whofe  life  is  in  the  right; 
In  Faith  aad  Hope  the  world  will  difagree. 
But  all  Mankind's  concern  is  Charity : 
All  muil  be  falfe  that  thwarts  this  One  great  End ; 
And  all  of  God,  that  blefs  Manjfind,  or  mend.        310 
Man,  like  the  generous  vine,  fupported  lives: 
The  ftrength  he  gains  is  from  th'  em.brace  he  gives. 
On  their  own  Axis  as  the  Planets  run, 
Yet  make  at  once  their  circle  round  the  Sun ; 
So  two  conallient  motions  aft  the  Soul ;  317 

And  one  regards  Itfelf,  and  one  the  Whole. 

Thus  God  and  Nature  link'd  the  general  frame, 
A:A  bade  Self-love  and  Social  be  the  fame. 
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ARGUMENT  OF 
EPISTLE        IV. 

Of  the  Nature  and  State  of  Man  with  refpeft 
to  Happinefs. 

I.  FALSE  Notions  of  Happinefs,  Philofophical  and 
Popular,  anfwered  from  ver.  19  to  77.  11.  It  is  the 
End  of  all  Men,  and  attainable  by  all,  ver.  30.  God 
intends  Happinefs  to  be  equal ;  and  to  be  fo,  it  muft 
be  fecial,  fmce  all  particular  Happinefs  depends  on 
general,  and  fmce  he  governs  by  general,  not  parti- 
cular Laws,  ver.  37.  As  it  is  nccefTary  for  Order, 
and  the  peace  and  welfare  of  Society,  that  external 
goods  (hould  be  unequal,  Happinefs  is  not  made  to 
confifl:  in  thefe,  ver.  51.  But,  notvvithftanding  that 
inequality,  the  balance  of  Happinefs  among  mankind 
ii  kept  even  by  Providence,  by  the  two  Paliions  of 
Hope  and  Fear,  ver  70.  IIL  What  the  Happinefs 
(  f  Individua^i  is,  as  far  as  is  confiilent  with  the  con- 
ilitution  of  this  world ;  and  that  the  Good  Man  has 
here  the  advantage,  ver.  77.  The  error  of  imputing 
to  Virtue  what  are  only  the  calamities  of  Nature,  or 
of  Fortune,  ver.  94.  IV.  The  folly  of  cxpeiiling 
tliat  God  (liould  alter  his  general  Laws  in  favour  of 
particulars,  ver.  121.  V.  That  we  are  not  judges 
who  are  good  j  but  that,  whoever  they  are,  they  rauic 
be  happieft,  ver.  133,  Sec.  VI.  That  external  goods 
are  not  the  proper  rewards,  but  often  inconfiftcnt 
F  3  with. 
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with,  or  deftrudHve  of  Virtue,  ver.  167.  That  even 
thefe  can  make  no  Man  happy  without  Virtue :  In- 
ftanced  in  Riches,  ver.  185.  Honours,  ver.  193. 
Nobility,  ver.  205.  Greatnefs,  ver.  217.  Fame,  ver. 
237.  Superior  Talents,  A'er.  257,  &c.  Withpiftures^ 
of  human  infelicity  in  Men,  pofTefTed  of  them  all,  ver. ' 
269,  &c.  VII,  That  Virtue  only  conftitutes  a  Hap- 
pinefs,  whofe  objecl  is  univerfal,  and  whofe  profpeft 
eternal,  ver.  307.  That  the  perfedion  of  Virtue  and 
Happinefs  confifts  in  a  conformity  to  the  Order  of 
Providence  here,  and  a  Refignation  to  it  here  and 
hereafter,  ver.  326,  &c. 
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OPI  Happiness  !  our  being's  end  and  aim  ! 
Good,  Pleafure,  Eafe,  Content !  whate'er  thy  name: 
That  fbmething  fiill  which  prompts  th'  eternal  figh. 
For  which  we  b^ar  to  live,  or  dare  to  die. 
Which  flill  fo  near  us,  yet  beyond  us  lies,  5 

O'erlook'd,  feen  double,  by  the  fool  and  wife : 
Plant  of  celeRial  feed  !  if  dropp'd  below. 
Say,  in  what  mortal  foil  thou  delgn'ft  to  grow  ? 
Fair  opening  to  fome  Court's  propitious  fhine. 
Or  deep  with  diamonds  in  the  flaming  mine?  lo 

Twin'd  with  the  wreaths  Pamaflian  laurels  yield. 
Or  reap'd  in  iron  harvefts  of  the  field  ? 
Where  grows  ?  where  grows  it  not  ?  If  vain  our  toil. 
We  ought  to  blame  the  culture,  not  the  foil : 
Fix'd  to  no  fpot  is  happinefs  fmcere,  15 

'Tis  no  where  to  be  found,  or  every  where : 
'Tis  never  to  be  bought,  but  always  free. 
And  fled  from  monarchs,  St.  John  !  dwells  with  tliee. 
Afk  of  the  Learn'd  the  way  ?  The  Learn'd  are  blind: 
This  bids  to  ferve,  and  that  to  ftiun  mankind;  20 


Variation. 
Ver.  I.     Oh  Happinefs,  etc.]  in  the  MS.  thus: 
Oh  Happinefs,  to  which  we  all  afpire, 
Wing'd  with  ftrong  hope;  and  borne  by  full  defire; 
That  eafe,  for  which  in  want,  in  wealth  we  figh  j 
That  eafe,  for  which  we  labour,  and  we  die. 

F  $  Some 


70  POPE'S     POEMS. 

Some  place  the  blifs  in  aftion,  fome  in  eafe, 
Thofe  call  it  Pleafurc,  and  Contentment  thefe  : 
Some,  funk  to  Beads,  find  Pleafure  end  in  Pain ; 
Some,  fvvell'd  to  Gods,  confefs  ev'n  Virtue  vain; 
Or,  indolent,  to  each  extreme  they  fall. 
To  truil  in  ev'ry  thing,  or  doubt  of  all. 

Who  thus  define  it,  fay  they  more  or  lefs. 
Than  this,  that  Happinefs  is  Happinefs  ? 

Take  Nature's  path,  and  mad  Opinion's  leave ; 
All  ftates  can  reach  it,  and  all  heads  conceive ; 
Obvious  her  goods,  in  no  extreme  they  dwell; 
There  needs  but  thinidng  right,  and  meaning  well; 
And,  mourn  our  various  portions  as  we  pleafe. 
Equal  is  Common  Senfe,  and  Common  Eafe. 

Remember,  Man,  "  the  Univerfal  Caufe 
"  Adls  not  by  partial,  but  by  gen'ral  laws  ;'* 
And  makes  what  Happinefs  we  juftly  call, 
Subfift  not  in  the  good  of  one,  but  all. 
There  's  not  a  blelfing  Individuals  find. 
But  fome-way  leans  and  hearkens  to  the  kind :  40 

No  Bandit  fierce,  no  Tyrant  mad  with  pride. 
No  cavern'd  Hermit,  refls  felf-fatisfy'd : 
Who  moll:  to  fhun  or  hate  Mankind  pretend. 
Seek  an  admirer,  or  would  fix  a  friend : 
Abitrad  what  others  feel,  what  others  think,  45 

All  pleafures  ficken,  and  all  glories  fink : 
Each  has  his  fhare ;  and  who  would  mere  obtain. 
Shall  find,  the  pleafure  pays  not  half  the  pain. 

Order  is  Heaven's  firft  Law;  and  this  confefl:. 
Some  arc,  and  mull  be,  greater  than  the  reft,  ro 

More 
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More  rich,  more  wife ;  but  v/lio  infers  from  lience 
Tliatfuch  are  happier,  (hocks  all  common  fenfs. 
Keaven  to  Mankind  impartial  we  confefs. 
If  all  are  equal  in  their  Happinefs: 
Bat  mutual  wants  this  Happinefs  increafe;  55 

All  Nature's  difference  keeps  all  Nature's  peace. 
v'onJicion,  circumilance,  is  not  the  tiling; 
"i  is  the  fame  in  fubjefl  or  in  king, 

I  's'ho  obtain  defence,  or  who  defend, 
in  him  who  is,  or  him  who  folds  a  friend :  60 

Heaven  breathes  through  every  member  of  the  whole 
One  common  blelfing,  as  one  common  foul. 
Eut  Fortune's  gifts  if  each  alike  pofTeft, 
And  each  Vv'cre  equal,  muft  not  all  conteft  ? 
If  then  to  all  Men  Happinefs  was  meant,  6c 

God  in  Externals  could  not  place  Content. 

Fortune  her  gifts  may  varioufly  difpofe. 
And  thefe  be  happy  call'd,  unhappy  thofe ; 

VaR    lATlONS. 

After  ver.  52,  in  the  MS. 

Say  not,  "  Heaven  's  here  profufa,  there  poorly  faves, 

"  And  for  one  Monarch  makes  a  thoufand  flaves." 

You  '11  find,  when  Ciufes  and  their  Ends  are  knovvil^ 

'Twas  for  the  thoufand  Heaven  has  made  that  one. 
After  ver.  66,  in  the  MS. 

'Tis  peace  of  mind  alone  is  at  a  ft^y  : 

The  reft  mad  Fortune  gives  or  takes  away. 

All  other  blifs  by  accident  's  debarr'd ; 

But  Virtue  's,  in  the  inftant,  a  reward^ 

In  hardeft  trials  operates  the  bcft, 

And  mors  is  relifird  as  the  more  diftrcfl:., 

F  4  VnM 
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But  Heaven's  j  uft  balance  equal  will  appear. 

While  tliofe  are  plac'd  in  Hope,  and  thefe  in  Fear :  70    , 

Not  prefent  good  or  ill/  the  joy  or  curfe. 

But  future  views  of  better,  or  of  worfe. 

Oh,  fons  of  earth!  attempt  ye  Hill  to  rife. 
By  mountains  pil'd  on  mountains,  to  the  fkies? 
Heaven  ftill  with  laughter  the  vain  toil  furveys,         75 
And  buries  madmen  in  the  heaps  they  raife. 

Know,  all  the  good  that  individuals  fmd. 
Or  God  and  Nature  meant  to  mere  Mankind, 
Reafon's  whole  pleafure,  all  the  joys  of  Senfe, 
Lie  in  three  words.  Health,  Peace,.and  Competence.  80 
But  Health  confifts  with  Temperance  alone; 
And  Peace,  oh  Virtue !  Peace  is  all  thy  own. 
The  good  or  bad  the  gifts  of  Fortune  gain ; 
But  thefe  lefs  tafte  them,  as  they  v/orfe  obtain. 
Say,  in  purfuit  of  profit  or  delight,  85 

Who  rilk  the  moft,  that  take  wrong  means,  or  right? 
Of  Vice  or  Virtue,  whether  bleft  or  curft. 
Which  meets  contempt,  or  which  compaffion  firft? 
Count  all  th'  advantage  profperous  Vice  attains, 
'Tis  but  what  Virtue  flies  from  and  difdains :  90 

And  grant  the  bad  what  happinefs  they  would. 
One  they  muft  want,  which  is,  to  pafs  for  good. 
Oh  blind  to  truth,  and  God's  whole  fcheme  below. 
Who  fancy  Blifs  to  Vice,  to  Virtue  Woe! 
Who  fees  and  follows  that  great  fcheme  the  beil,      95 
Eeft  knows  the  bleffing,  and  will  mofc  be  bleft. 

VARIATJO^:. 
After  ver.  92,  in  the  MS. 

Let  fjber  Moralifts  correal  their  fpeech, 
No  bad  man  's  hapoy ;  he  is  great,  or  rich. 

But 
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But  fools,  the  Good  alone,  unhappy  call. 

For  ills  or  accidents  that  chance  to  all. 

See  Falkland  dies,  the  virtuous  and  the  juft! 

See  godlike  Turenne  proflrate  on  the  duft  1  100 

See  Sidney  bleeds  amid  the  martial  ftrife ! 

Was  this  their  Virtue,  or  contempt  of  Life  ? 

Say,  was  it  Virtue,  more  though  Heaven  ne'er  gave, 

J_,amented  Digby '  funk  thee  to  the  grave  ? 

Tell  me,  if  Virtue  made  the  Son  expire,  IC5 

Whv,  full  of  days  and  honour,  lives  the  Sire  ? 

Why  drew  Marfeilles'  good  bifiiop  purer  breath. 

When  Nature  ficken'd,  and  each  gale  was  death? 

Or  why  fo  long  (in  life  if  long  can  be) 

Lent  Heaven  a  parent  to  the  poor  and  me  ?  1 10 

What  makes  all  phyfical  or  moral  ill? 
There  deviates  Nature,  and  here  wanders  will. 
God  fends  not  ill ;  if  rightly  underilood. 
Or  partial  111  is  univcrfal  Good, 

Or  Change  admits,  or  Nature  lets  it  fall,  1 1 5 

Short,  and  but  rare,  till  Man  improv'd  it  all. 
We  juft  as  wifely  might  of  Heaven  complain 
That  righteous  Abel  was  defcroy'd  by  Cain, 
As  that  the  virtuous  fon  is  ill  at  eafe 
When  his  lewd  father  gave  the  dire  difeafe.  120 

Think  we,  like  fome  weak  Frince,  th'  Eternal  Caufe 
Prone  for  his  favourites  to  reverfe  his  laws  ? 


Variation. 
After  vcr.  116,  in  the  MS. 

Of  every  evil,  fincc  the  world  began, 
The  real  fource  is  not  in  God,  but  man. 

ShaU 
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Shall  burning  ^tna,  if  a  fage  requires. 
Forget  to  thunder,  and  recall  her  fires  ? 
On  air  cr  fea  new  motions  be  impreft,  12^ 

Oh  blamelefs  Bethel !  to  relieve  thy  breaft  ? 
When  the  loofe  inountain  trembles  from  on  high,     . 
Shall  gravitation  ceafe,  if  you  go  by  ? 
Or  fome  old  temple,  nodding  to  its  fall. 
For  Chartres'  head  referve  the  hanging  wall?  130 

But  ffiU  this  world  (fo  fitted  for  the  knave) 
Contents  us  rot.     A  better  Ihali  we  have  ? 
A  kingdom  of  the  JuH  then  let  it  be ; 
But  firft  confidcr  how  thofe  Jull  agree. 
The  good  mult  merit  God's  peculiar  care;  135 

But  who,  but  God,  can  tell  us  who  they  are  ? 
One  thinks  on  Calvin  Heaven's  own  Spirit  fell; 
Another  deems  him  inftrument  of  hell; 
If  Calvin  feel  Heaven's  bleiTmg,  or  its  rod. 
This  cries  there  is,  and  that,  there  is  no  God.         140 
What  fhocks  one  part,  will  edify  the  reft. 
Nor  wkli  one  fyftem  can  they  all  be  bleft. 
The  very  beft  will  varioufly  incline, 
And  what  rewards  your  Virtue,  punifh  mine. 
WhatevePv  is,  is  right. — This  world,  'tis  true. 
Was  made  for  Ca;far — but  for  Titus  too; 

VaR    lATlON. 

After  ver.  142,  in  fome  Editions, 

Give  each  a  Syfteni,  all  muft  be  at  ftrife  ; 
What  different  Syftcms  for  a  man  and  wife! 
The  joke,  though  lively^  was  ill  placed,  and  therefore  (Iruck 
•out  of  the  text. 

And 
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And  which  more  blefl  ?  who  chain'd  his  country,  fay. 
Or  he  whcfe  Virtue  figh'd  to  lofe  a  day  ? 

"  But  fome'dmes  Virtue  ilarves,  while  Vice  is  fed." 
What  then?  Is  the  reward  of  Virtue  bread?  150 

That,  Vice  may  merit,  'tis  the  price  of  toil ; 
The  knave  deferves  it,  when  he  tills  the  foil; 
The  knave  deferves  it,  when  he  tempts  the  main. 
Where  folly  fights  for  kings,  or  dives  for  gain. 
The  good  man  may  be  weak,  be  indolent;  155 

Nor  is  his  claim  to  plenty,  but  content. 
But  grant  him  riches,  your  demand  is  o'er  ? 
"  No — fliall  the  good  want  Health,  the  good  want 

"  Power:" 
Add  Health  and  Power,  and  every  earthly  thing, 
*'  Why  bounded  Power ?  why  private?  why  no  king?" 
Nay,  why  external  for  internal  given  ? 
Why  is  not  Man  a  God,  and  Earth  a  Heaven  ? 
Who  alk  and  reafon  thus,  will  fcarce  conceive 
God  gives  enough,  while  he  has  more  to  give ; 
Immenfe  the  power,  immenfe  were  the  demand;     165 
Say,  at  what  part  of  nature  will  they  ftand? 

What  nothing  earthly  gives,  or  can  deftroy. 
The  foul's  calm  fun-fhine,  and  the  heart-felt  joy. 
Is  Virtue's  prize :  A  better  would  you  fix  ? 
Then  give  Humility  a  coach  and  fix,  1 70 

Juflice  a  Conqueror's  fvvord,  or  Truth  a  gown, 
Gr  Public  Spirit  its  great  cure,  a  Crown. 

Variation. 
After  ver.  1:2,  in  the  MS. 

Say,  what  rewards  this  idle  world  imparts, 
Or  fit  for  fearching  heads  or  honeft  hearts. 

Weak 
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Weak,  foolifh  man !  will  Heaven  reward  us  the^'e 

V/ith  the  fame  trafh  rnad  mortals  \viih  for  here  ? 

The  Boy  and  Man  an  individual  makes,  175 

Yet  figh'ft  tlioa  now  for  apples  and  for  cakes  r 

Go,  like  the  Indian,  in  another  life 

Expecl  thy  dog,  thy  bottle,  and  thy  wife; 

As  well  as  dream  fuch  trifles  are  aiugn'd. 

As  toys  and  empires,  for  a  godlike  mind.  l-8o 

Rewards,  that  cither  would  to  Virtue  bring 

No  joy,  or  be  deftruftive  of  the  thing ; 

How  oft  by  thefe  at  fixt)'  are  undone 

The  virtues  of  a  faint  at  twenty-one ! 

To  whom  can  Riches  give  Repute,  or  Trufl,  185 

Content,  or  Pleafure,  but  the  Good  and  Juft  ? 

Judges  and  Senates  have  been  bought  for  gold  ; 

Efteem  and  Love  were  never  to  be  fold. 

Oh  fooli  to  think  God  hates  the  worthy  m.ind. 

The  lover  and  the  love  of  human-kind,  1 90 

Whofe  life  is  healthful,  and  whofe  confcience  clear, 

Pecaufe  he  wants  a  thoufand  pounds  a-year. 

Honour  and  (hame  from  no  Condition  rife ; 
Acl  well  your  part,  there  all  the  honour  lies. 
Fortune  in  Men  has  feme  fmall  diiFerence  made,     1 9- 
One  flaunts  in  rags,  one  flutters  in  brocade; 
The  cobler  apron'd,  and  the  parfon  gown'd. 
The  friar  hooded,  and  the  monarch  crown'd. 
"  What  differ  more  (you  cry)  than  crown  and  cowl!" 
I  '11  tell  you,  friend !  a  wife  man  and  a  fool.  200 

You  'II  find,  if  once  the  monarch  acts  the  monk. 
Or,  cobler-like,  the  parfon  will  be  drunk. 

Worth 


Ep.  IV.  E  S  S  A  Y     O  N    M  A  N.  7; 

Worth  makes  the  man,  and  want  of  it  the  fellow: 
The  reft  is  all  but  leather  or  prunella. 

Stuck  o'er  with  titles  and  hung  round  with  firings. 
That  thou  mayit  be  by  kings,  or  whores  of  kings. 
Boalt  the  pure  blood  of  an  illullrious  race. 
In  quiet  flow  from  Lucrece  to  Lucrece : 
But  by  your  fathers'  worth  if  yours  you  rate. 
Count  me  thofe  only  who  were  good  and  great.      21G 
Go !  if  your  ancient,  but  ignoble  blood 
Has  crept  through  fcoundrels  ever  fince  the  flood, 
Ga !  and  pretend  your  family  is  young ; 
Nor  own  your  fathers  have  been  fools  fo  long. 
What  can  ennoble  fots,  or  flaves,  or  cowards  ?         215 
Alas !  not  all  the  blood  of  all  the  Howards. 

Look  next  on  Greatnefs ;  fay  where  Greatnefs  lies : 
"  Where,  but  among  the  Heroes  and  the  V/ifc?" 
Heroes  are  much  the  fame,  the  point 's  agreed. 
From  Macedonia's  madman  to  the  Swede  ;  220 

The  whole  flrange  purpofe  of  their  lives,  to  find. 
Or  make,  an  enemy  of  all  mankind ! 
Not  one  looks  backward,  onward  flill  he  goes. 
Yet  ne'er  looks  forward  further  than  his  ncfe. 


Variation. 
.  207.  Boaft  the  pure  blood,  &c.]   In  the  MS.  thus; 
The  licheft  blood,  right-honourably  old, 
Down  from  Lucretia  to  Lucretia  roll'd. 
May  fwcU  thy  heart  and  gallop  in  thy  breafl. 
Without  one  dafh  of  uiher  or  of  prieit : 
Thy  pride  as  much  defpife  all  other  pride. 
An  Chrlft-Church  once  all  colleges  befide. 


No 
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No  Icfs  alike  the  Politic  and  Wife :  225 

All  fly  flow  tilings,  wi:h  circjmfpedive  eyes : 

Men  in  their  loofe  unguarded  hours  they  take. 

Not  that  themfelves  are  wife,  but  others  weak. 

But  grant  that  thofe  can  conquer,  thele  can  cheat; 

'Tis  phrafe  abfurd  to  call  a  Villain  Great :  230 

V/ho  wickedly  is  wifs,  or  madly  brave. 

Is  but  the  more  a  fool,  the  more  a  knave. 

Who  noble  ends  by  noble  means  obtains. 

Or  failing,  finiles  in  exile  or  in  chains. 

Like  good  Aurellus  let  him  reign,  or  bleed  235 

Like  Socrates,  that  Man  is  great  indeed. 

What  's  Fame  ?  a  fancy'd  life  in  others'  breath, 
A  thing  beyond  us,  ev'n  before  our  death. 
Juft  what  you  hear,  you  have;  and  what  's  unkr.ouTi, 
The  fame  (my  Lord)  if  TuUy's,  or  your  own.        240 
All  that  we  feel  cf  it  begins  and  ends 
In  the  fmall  circle  of  our  foes  or  friends; 
To  all  befide  as  much  an  empty  fliade 
An  Eugene  living,  as  a  CsEfar  dead ; 
Alike  or  when,  or  where  they  flione,  or  fliine,  245 

Or  on  the  Rubicon,  or  on  the  Rhine, 
A  Wit  's  a  feather,  and  a  Chief  a  rod ; 
An  honeft  Man  's  the  noblefi:  work  of  God. 
Fame  but  from  death  a  villain's  nam.e  can  fave. 
As  Juftice  tears  his  body  from  the  grave;  250 

When  what  t'  oblivion  better  were  refign'd. 
Is  hung  on  high  to  poifon  half  mankind. 
All  fame  is  foreign,  but  of  true  defert; 
Plays  round  the  head,  but  comes  not  to  the  heart: 

Oa-Q 
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One  felf-approving  hour  whole  years  out-weighs     255 
Of  ftupld  ilarers,  and  of  loud  huzzas ; 
And  more  true  joy  Marcellus  exil'd  feels. 
Than  Cajfar  with  a  fenate  at  his  heels. 

In  Parts  fuperior  what  advantage  lies  ? 
Tell  (for  you  can)  what  is  it  to  be  wife?  260 

'Tis  but  to  know  how  little  can  be  known ; 
To  fee  all  others  faults,  and  feel  our  own : 
Condemn'd  in  bufinefs  or  in  arts  to  drudge. 
Without  a  fecond,  or  without  a  judge: 
Truths  would  you  teach,  or  fave  a  finking  land?     265 
All  fear,  none  aid  you,  and  few  under fxand. 
Painful  preheminence  !  yourfelf  to  vie  w 
Above  life's  weaknefs,  and  its  comforts  too. 

Bring  then  thefe  blefiings  to  a  ftri£t  account ; 
Make  fair  deductions;  fee  to  what  they  mouiit:      27a 
How  much  of  other  each  is  fure  to  coil ; 
How  much  for  other  oft  is  wholly  loft; 
How  inconfiftent  greater  goods  with  thefe; 
How  fometimes  life  is  rifqu'd,  and  always  eafe: 
'I'hlnk,  and  if  ftill  the  things  thy  envy  call,  275. 

S?.y,  wouldftthou  be  the  Man  to  whom  they  fall? 
To  figh  for  ribbands  if  thou  art  fo  fiUy, 
Mark  how  they  grace  Lord  Umbra,  or  Sir  Billy. 
Is  yellow  dirt  the  palllon  of  thy  life ; 
Loak  but  on  Gripus,  or  on  Gripus'  wife.  280 

If  Parts  allure  tliee,  think  how  Bacon  fhin'd. 
The  vvifeft,  brigliteft,  meaneft  of  mankind  : 
Or  raviiii'd  with  the  whiffling  of  a  Name, 
See  Cromwell,  damu'd  to  everlafting  fame  I 

If 
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If  all,  united,  thy  ambition  call,  285 

From  ancient  il;ory,  learn  to  fcorn  them  all. 

There,  in  the  rich,  the  honour'd,  fam'd,  and  great. 

See  the  falle  fcale  of  Happinefs  complete  ! 

In  hearts  of  Kings,  or  arms  of  Queens  who  lay. 

How  happy !  thofe  to  rain,  thefe  betray.  290 

Mark  by  what  wretched  fteps  their  glory  grows. 

From  dirt  and  fea-weed  as  proud  Venice  roie ; 

In  each  how  guilt  and  greatnefs  equal  ran. 

And  all  that  rais'd  the  Hero,  funk  the  Man  : 

Now  Europe's  laurels  on  their  brows  behold,  295 

But  ftain'd  with  blood,  or  ill  exchang'd  for  gold : 

Then  fee  them  broke  with  toils,  or  funk  in  eafe. 

Or  infamous  for  plunder'd  provinces. 

O  !  wealth  ill-fated !  which  no  aft  of  fame 

E'er  taught  to  fnine,  or  fanftify'd  from  fhame  !         300 

What  greater  blifs  attends  their  clofe  of  life? 

Some  greedy  minion,  or  imperious  wife. 

The  trophy'd  arches,  ftory'd  halls  invade. 

And  haunt  their  {lumbers  in  the  pompous  fhade. 

Alas  1  not  dazzled  with  their  noon- tide  ray,  305 

Compute  the  morn  and  evening  to  the  day; 

The  whole  amount  of  that  enormous  fame, 

A  Tale,  that  blends  their  glory  with  theii-  fiiame ! 

Know  then  tliis  truth  (enough  for  Man  to  know) 
"  Virtue  alone  is  Happinefs  below."  510 

The  only  point  where  human  blifs  ftands  ftill. 
And  taftes  the  good  without  the  fall  to  ill ; 
Where  only  Merit  conftant  pay  receives. 
Is  blell  in  what  it  takes,  and  what  it  gives ; 

Tbe 
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The  joy  unequal'd,  if  its  end  it  gain,  3 1 5 

And  if  it  lofe,  attended  with  no  pain : 

Without  fatiaty,  though  e'er  fo  blefs'd. 

And  but  more  relifh'd  as  the  more  diftrefs'd: 

The;  broadeft  mirth  unfeeling  Folly  wears, 

Lefs  pleafing  far  than  Virtue's  very  tears :  320 

Good,  from  each  objedl,  from  each  place  acquir'd. 

For  ever  exercis'd,  yet  never  tir'd  ; 

Never  elated,  while  one  man  's  opprers'd; 

Never  dejefted,  while  another  's  bleft ; 

And  where  no  wants,  no  wifhes  can  remain,  325 

Since  but  to  wifh  more  Virtue,  is  to  gain. 

See  the  fole  blifs  Heaven  could  on  all  beftow! 
V/hich  who  but  feels  can  tafte,  but  thinks  can  know: 
Yet  poor  with  fortune,  and  with  learning  blind. 
The -bad  muftmifs;  the  good,  untaught,  will  find;  350 
Slave  to  no  fed,  who  takes  no  private  road. 
But  looks  through  Nature,  up  to  Nature's  God; 
Purfues  that  Chain  which  links  th'  immenfe  defign. 
Joins  heaven  and  eartli,  and  mortal  and  divine; 


Variation. 
After  ver.  316,  in  the  MS. 

Zv'n  while  it  (eems  unequal  to  difpofe. 

And  chequers  all  the  good  Man's  joys  with  woes, 

'Tis  but  to  teach  him  to  fupport  each  ftate, 

With  patience  this,  with  moderation  that  5 

And  raife  his  bafe  on  that  one  folld  joy, 

Which  confcience  gives,  and  netting  can  deflroy. 

Vol.  XL VI,  G  Sees, 
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Sees,  that  no  Being  any  blifs  can  know,  335 

But  touches  fome  above,  and  fome  below; 

Learns  from  this  union  of  the  rifing  Whole, 

The  firft,  laft  purpofe  of  the  human  foul ; 

And  knows  where  Faith,  Law, -Morals,  all  began. 

All  end,  in  Love  of  God,  and  Love  of  Man.    340 

For  him  alone,  Hope  leads  from  goal  to  goal. 

And  opens  ftdl,  and  opens  on  his  foul ; 

Till  lengthen'd  on  to  Faith,  and  unconfin'd. 

It  pours  the  blifs  that  fills  up  all  the  mind. 

He  fees,  why  Nature  plants  in  Man  alone  34c 

Hope  of  known  blifs,  and  Faith  in  blifs  unknown : 

(Nature,  whofe  diftates  to  no  other  kind 

Are  given  in  vain,  but  what  they  feek  they  find) 

Wife  is  her  prefent;  fhe  connefts  in  this 

His  greateft  Virtue  with  his  greateft  Blifs;  350 

At  once  his  own  bright  profpeft  to  be  bleft. 

And  {Irongcft  motive  to  affift  the  reft. 

Self-love  thus  pufh'd  to  focial,  to  divine. 
Gives  thee  to  make  thy  neighbour's  bleffing  thine. 
Is  this  too  little  for  the  boundlefs  heart?  355 

Extend  it,  let  thy  enemies  have  part ; 
Grafp  the  whole  worlds  of  Reafon,  Life,  and  Senfe, 
In  one  clofe  fyftem  of  Benevolence  : 
Happier  as  kinder,  in  whate'er  degree. 
And  height  of  Blifs  but  height  of  Charity.  360 

God  loves  from  Whole  to  Parts :    but  human  foul 
Muft  rife  from  Individual  to  the  Whole. 
Self-love  but  ferves  the.  virtuous  mind  to  wake. 
As  the  fmall  pebble  Itirs    the  peaceful  lake  j 

The 
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The  centre  mov'd,  a  circle  ftrait  fucceeds,  365 

Another  iHlI,  and  ftill  another  fpreads ; 
Friend,  parent,  neighbour,  iirft  it  will  embrace ; 
His  country  next ;  and  next  all  human  race ; 
Wide  and  more  wide,  th'  o'erflowings  of  the  mind 
Take  every  creature  in,  of  every  kind;  370 

Earth  fmiles  around,  with  boundlefs  bounty  blefl. 
And  Heaven  beholds  its  image  in  his  breaft. 

Come  then,  my  Friend!  my  Genius !  come  along; 
Oh  mafter  of  the  poet,  and  the  fong ! 
And  v/hile  the  Mufe  now  ftoops,  or  now  afcends,    375 
To  Man's  low  pafTions,  or  their  glorious  ends. 
Teach  me,  like  thee,  in  various  Nature  wife. 
To  fall  %vith  dignity,  v/ith  temper  rife ; 
Form'd  by  thy  converfe,  happily  to  fleer. 
From  grave  to  gay,  from  lively  to  fevere;  380 

Cor  reft  with  fpirit,  eloquent  v.'ith  eafe. 
Intent  to  reafon,  or  polite  to  pleafe. 
Oh !  while  along  the  ftream  of  Time  thy  name 
Expanded  flies,  and  gathers  all  its  fame ; 
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Ver.  373.  Come  then,   my  Fiiend!   &c.]  In  the  MS.  thus: 
And  now  rranfportcJ  o'er  fo  vaft  a  plain. 
While  the  wing'd  courfer  flks  with  all  her  rein, 
While  heaven-ward  now  her  mounting  wing  {he  feelt. 
Now  fcatter'd  fools  fly  trembling  from  her  heels, 
Wilt  thoii,  my  St.  John  !   keep  her  courfe  in  fight, 
Ccnline  her  fury,  and  aflift  her  flight  ? 

G  2  Say, 
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Say,  (hall  my  little  bark  attendant  fail,  385 

Purfue  the  triumpli,  and  partake  the  gale  ? 
When  ftatefmen,  heroes,  kings,  in  duft  repofe, 
Whofe  fons  fhail  blufh  their  fathers  were  thy  foes. 
Shall  then  this  vcrfe  to  future  age  pretend 
Thou  wert  my  guide,  philofopher,  and  friend  ?        390 
That,  urg'd  by  thee,  I  turn'd  the  tuneful  art. 
From  founds  to  things,  from  fancy  to  the  heart; 
For  Wit's  falfe  mirror  held  up  Nature's  light; 
Shevv'd  erring  Pride,  whatever  is,  js  right; 
That  Reason,  Passion,  anfwer  one  great  aim;    395 
That  true  Self-love  and  Social  are  the  fame; 
That  Virtue  only  makes  our  blifs  below; 
And  all  our  knowledge  is,  ourselves  to  know. 


Variation. 

Ver.  397.  That  Virtue  only,  &c.]  In  the  MS.  thus  ; 

That  jult  to  find  a  God  is  :ill  we  can, 

And  all  the  Study  of  Mankind  is  Man. 
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IT  may  be  proper  to  obferve,  that  feme  paffages,  m 
the  preceding  EfTay,  having  been  unjuftly  fufpefted 
of  a  tendency  towards  Fate  and  Naturalifm,  the  au- 
thor compofed  this  Prayer  as  the  fum  of  all,  to  fhew 
that  his  fyftem  was  founded  in  free-wdll,  and  termi- 
nated in  piety :  That  the  firfi  caufe  was  as  well  the 
Lord  and  Governor  of  the  Univerfe  as  the  Creator 
of  it;  and  that,  by  fubmilTion  to  his  wriU  (the  great 
principle  enforced  tlirougiiout  the  EfTay)  was  not 
meant  the  fuffering  ourfelves  to  be  carried  along  by  a 
blind  determination,  but  the  refting  in  a  religious 
acquiefcence,  and  confidence  full  of  Hope  and  Im- 
mortality. To  give  all  this  the  greater  weight,  the 
poet  chofe  f.r  his  model  the  Lord's  Prayer,  which, 
of  all  others,  bell  defer ves  the  title  prefixed  to  this 
Paraphrafe. 
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THE    UNIVERSAL    PRAYER. 

DEO      OPT.      MAX. 

FATHER  of  All!  in  every  Age, 
In  every  Clime  ador'd, 
By  Saint,  by  Savage,  and  by  Sage, 
Jehovah,  Jove,  or  Lord ! 

Thou  Great  Firft  Caufe,  leaft  underftood  ; 

Who  all  my  Senfe  confin'd 
To  know  bat  this,  that  Thou  art  Good, 

And  that  myfelf  am  blind; 

Yet  gave  me,  in  this  dark  Eflate, 

To  fee  the  Good  from  III; 
And,  binding  Nature  faft  in  Fate, 

Left  free  the  Hj man  Will : 

What  Confcience  didates  to  be  done. 

Or  warns  me  not  to  do. 
This,  teach  me  more  than  Hell  to  fhun. 

That,  more  than  Heaven  purfue. 

What  Blelfings  thy  free  Bounty  gives. 

Let  me  not  cait  away ; 
For  God  is  paid  when  Man  receives, 

T'  enjoy  is  to  obey. 

Yet  not  to  Earth's  contradcd  Span 

Thy  Goodnefs  let  me  bound. 
Or  think  Thee  Lord  alone  of  Man, 

When  thoufand  Worlds  are  round  ; 

G  4  Let 
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Let  not  this  weak,  unknowing  hand 
Prefume  thy  bolts  to  tlirovv. 

And  deal  damnation  round  the  land. 
On  each  I  judge  thy  Foe. 

If  I  am  right,  thy  grace  impart,. 

Still  in  the  right  to  ftay : 
If  I  am  wrong,  oh  teach  my  heart 

To  find  that  better  way. 

Save  me  alike  from  foolifli  Pride, 

Or  impious  Difcontent,  ; 
At  aught  thy  Wifdom  has  deny'd. 

Or  aught  thy  Goodnefs  lent. 

Teach  me  to  feel  another's  Woe, 

To  hide  the  Fault  I  fee; 
That  Mercy  I  to  others  fhow. 

That  Mercy  fnow  to  me. 

Mean  though  I  am,  not  wholly  fo. 
Since  quicken'd  by  thy  Breath; 

O  lead  me  wherefoe'er  I  go. 

Through  this  day's  Life  or  Death. 

This  day,  be  Bread  and  Peace  my  Lot : 
All  elfe  beneath  the  Sun, 

Thou  know'll  if  bell  beftow'd  or  not. 
And  let  thy  Will  be  done. 

To  Thee,  whofe  Temple  is  all  Space, 
Whofe  Altar,  Earth,  Sea,  Skies  1 

One  Chorus  let  all  Being  raife! 
All  Nature's  Incenfe  rife! 
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FOUR     EPISTLES 

T  O 

SEVERAL      PERSONS. 


"  Eft  brevitate  opus,  «t  currat  fententia,  neu  fe 
"  Impediat  verbis  laffas  onerantlbus  aures ; 
"  Et  fermone  opus  eft  modo  trifti,  fepe  jocofo, 
"  Defendente  vicem  modo  Rhetoris  atque  Poetae, 
"  Interdum  urbani,  parcentis  viribus,  atque 
*'  Extenuantis  eas  confulto." 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  Essay    on    Man    was  intended  to  have  been  com' 
prifcd  in  four  Books  : 

The  Firft  of  which,  the  Author  has  given  us  under  that  title, 
in  four  Epiftles. 

The  Second  was  to  have  conflfted  of  the  fame  number  :  i.  Of 
ihe  extent  and  limits  of  human  Reafon.  2.  Of  thofe  Arts  ar.d 
Sciences,  and  of  the  parts  of  them,  which  are  ufeful,  and  there- 
lore  attainable,  together  with  thofe  which  are  unufeful,  and 
'.hiiefore  unattainable.  3.  Of  the  Nature,  Ends,  Ufe,  and  Ap- 
plication of  tiie  difr'eient  Capacities  of  Men.  4.  Of  the  Ufe  of 
Learning,  of  the  Science  of  the  World,   and  of  Wit;  concluding 

-h  a  Satire  againft  a  Mifapplication  of  them,  illuftiated  by 
.    aures,  Chaiadiers,  and  Examples. 

The  Third  Book  regarded  Civil  Regimen,  or  the  Science  of 
Politics,  in  which  the  feveral  forms  of  a  Republic  were  to  be 
examined  and  explained;  together  with  the  feveral  Modes  of 
Religious  Worlhip,  as  far  forth  as  they  afFedt  Society  ;  betweea 
which  the  Author  always  fuppofed  there  was  the  molt  interefting 
relation  and  clofeft  connexion  ;  fo  that  this  part  would  have  treated 
cf  Civil  and  Religious  Society  in  their  full  extent. 

The  Fourth  and  laft  Book  concerned  private  Ethics,  or  pra£li- 
cal  Morality,  confidered  in  all  the  Circumftances,  Ordeis,  Profef- 
fions,  and  Stations  of  human  Life. 

The  Scheme  of  all  this  had  been  maturely  digefled,  and  com- 
municated to  L.  Bolingbroke,  Dr.  Swift,  and  one  or  two  more, 
and  was  intended  for  the  only  work  of  his  riper  Years  ;  but  was, 
partly  through  ill  health,  partly  through  difcouragements  from  the 
depravity  of  the  times,  and  partly  on  prudential  and  other  con- 
fiderations,  interrupted,  poftponed,  and,  laflly,  in  a  man.ner  hid 
afide. 

But 
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But  as  this  was  the  Author's  favourite  Work,  which  more 
exactly  refleded  the  Image  of  his  ftrong  capacious  Mind,  and  as 
we  can  have  but  a  very  imperfeft  idea  of  it  from  the  *  disjefta 
*  membra  Poetje,'  that  now  remain,  it  may  not  be  amifs  to  be  a 
little  more  particular  concerning  each  of  thefe  projetled  books. 

The  FIRST,  as  it  treats  of  Man  in  the  abftracV,  and  confiders 
him  in  general  under  every  of  his  relations,  becomes  the  foun- 
dation, and  furniihes  out  the  fubje(fts,  of  the  three  following  j 
fo  that 

The  SECOKD  Book  was  to  take  up  again  the  Firfl  and  Second 
EpiftJes  cf  the  Firlt  Book,  and  treats  of  Man  in  his  inteiledlual 
Capacity  at  large,  as  has  been  been  explained  above.  Of  this 
only  a  fmall  part  of  the  conciuiion  (which,  as  we  faid,  was  to 
have  contained  a  Satire  againft  the  mifapplication  of  Wit  and 
Learning)  may  be  found  in  the  Fourth  Book  of  the  Dunciad, 
and  up  and  down,  occafionally,  in  the  other  three. 

The  THIRD  Book,  in  like  manner,  was  to  re-aflume  t!ie  fub- 
jeft  of  the  Third  Epiftie  of  the  Firft,  which  treats  of  Man  in  his 
Social,  Political,  and  Religious  Capacity.  But. this  part  the  Poet 
afterwards  conceived  might  be  heft  executed  in  an  Epic  Poem, 
as  the  Action  would  make  it  more  animated,  and  the  Fable  lefs 
invidious ;  in  which  all  the  great  Principles  of  true  and  falfe 
Governments  and  Religions  fliould  be  chiefly  delivered  in  feigned 
Examples. 

The  FOURTH  and  laft  Book  was  to  purfue  the  fubje£l  of  the 
Fourth  Epiftie  of  the  Firft,  and  treats  of  Ethics,  or  pradical 
Morality  ;  and  would  have  confifted  of  many  members  j  of 
which  the  four  following  Epiftles  were  detached  Portions:  the 
two  lirft,  on  the  Charafters  of  Men  and  Women,  being  the  ia- 
trodiiftory  part  of  this  concluding  Book. 
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MORAL      ESSAYS. 
EPISTLE       I. 

T  O 

Sir  Richard  Temple,  L.  Cobham. 

ARGUMENT. 
Of  the  Knov.'Iedge  and  Cliaraifters  of  Men, 

1.  THAT  it  is  not  fufficient  for  this  knowledge  to 
confider  Ms.n  in  the  Abftradl :  Books  will  not  ferve 
the  purpofe,  nor  yet  our  own  Experience  fingly,  ver.  i . 
General  maxims,  unlefs  they  be  formed  upon  both, 
will  be  but  notional,  ver.  lo.  Some  peculiarity  in 
every  Man,  characleriflic  to  himfelf,  yet  varying  from 
himfelf,  ver.  15.  Difficulties  arifing  from  our  own 
Paffions,  Fancies,  Faculties,  &c.  ver.  3 1 .  The  Ihort- 
nefs  of  Life  to  obferve  in,  and  the  uncertainty  of  the 
Principles  of  adion  in  men  to  obferve  by,  ver.  37. 
&c.  Our  own  Principle  of  aftion  often  hid  from  our- 
felves,  ver.  41.  Some  few  Charafters  plain,  but  in 
general  confounded,  diiTembled,  or  inconfiftent,  ver. 
5 1 .  The  fame  man  utterly  difrerent  in  different  places 
and  fcafons,  ver.  7 1 .  Unimaginable  weaknefTes  in  the 
grcateft,  ver.  70,  &c.  Nothing  conftant  and  certain 
but  God  and  Nr.ture,  ver.  95.     No  judging  of  the 

Motives 
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Motives  from  the  aclions ;  the  fame  aftions  prcceeding 
from  contrary  Motives,  and  the  fame  Motives  influ- 
encing contrary  aftions,  ver.  loo.  II.  Yet,  to  form 
Charaaers,  we  can  only  take  the  ftrongeft  atSions  of 
a  man's  life,  and  try  to  make  them  agree :  The  utter 
uncertainty  of  this,  from  Nature  itfelf,  and  from  Po- 
licy, ver.  1 20.  Charafters  given  according  to  the 
rank  of  men  of  the  world,  ver.  135.  And  fome  rea- 
fon  for  it,  ver.  140.  Education  alters  the  Nature,  or 
at  leafl:  Character,  of  many,  ver.  149.  Adions,  Paf- 
fions.  Opinions,  Manners,  Humours,  or  Principles, 
all  fubjeft  to  change.  No  judging  by  Nature,  from 
ver.  158.  to  ver.  178.  III.  It  only  remains  to  find 
(if  we  can)  his  Ruling  Pas?ion  :  That  will  cer- 
tainly influence  all  the  reft,  and  can  reconcile  the 
feeming  or  real  inconfiftency  of  all  his  aftions,  ver. 
175.  Inftanced  in  the  extraordinary  Charafter  of 
Clodio,  ver.  179.  A  caution  againfl:  miftaking  fe- 
cond  qualities  for  firft,  which  wUl  deftroy  all  pofli- 
Lility  of  the  knowledge  of  mankind,  ver.  21c.  Ex- 
amples of  the  ftrength  of  the  Ruling  Paflion,  and  its 
continuation  to  the  lall  breath,  ver.  222,  &c. 
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EPISTLE         I. 

T  7ES,  you  defpife  the  man  to  Books  confin'd, 
X     Who  from  his  ftudy  rails  at  human-kind ; 
Though  what  he  learns  he  fpeaks,  and  may  advance 
vSome  general  maxims,  or  be  right  by  chance. 
'''lie  coxcomb  bird,  (o  talkative  and  grave,  5 

at  from  his  cage  cries  Cuckold,  V/hcre,  and  Knave, 
,  :.ough  many  a  paflenger  he  rightly  call, 
"^'ou  hold  him  no  Philofopher  at  all. 

And  yet  the  fate  of  all  extremes  is  fuch, 
^  .11  may  be  read,  as  well  as  Books,  too  much.         10 
i  0  obfervations  which  ourfelves  we  make. 
We  grow  more  partial  for  th'  Obferver's  fake; 
To  written  Wifdom,  as  another's,  lefs : 
Maxims  are  drawn  from  Notions,  thefe  from  Guefs. 
There  's  fome  Peculiar  in  each  leaf  and  grain,  15 

Some  unmark'd  fibre,  or  fome  varying  vein  : 
Shall  only  Man  be  taken  in  the  grofs  ? 
Grant  but  as  many  forts  of  Mind  as  Mofs. 

That  each  from  other  differs,  firft  confefs; 
Next,  that  he  varies  from  himfelf  no  Icfs ;  20 

Add  Nature's,  Cuftom's,  Reafon's,  Pafilon's  ftrife. 
And  all  Opinion's  colours  caft  on  life. 

Our  depths  who  fathoms,  or  our  fliallows  finds. 
Quick  whirls,  and  fhifting  eddies,  of  our  minds  ? 
On  human  ai^ions  reafon  though  you  can,  25 

It  may  be  Reafon,  but  it  is  not  Man  : 

Kis 
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His  Principle  of  adion  once  explore. 

That  inllant  'tis  his  Principle  no  more. 

Like  following  life  through  creatures  you  difleft. 

You  lofe  it  in  the  moment  you  deteft.  30 

Yet  more ;  the  difference  is  as  great  between 
The  optics  feeing,  as  the  objefts  feen.  M, 

All  Manners  take  a  tindlure  from  our  own;  % 

Or  come  difcolour'd  through  our  PaiTions  fhown. 
Or  Fancy's  beam  enlarges,  multiplies,  35 

Contrads,  inverts,  and  gives  ten  thoufand  dyes. 

Nor  will  Life's  ftream  for  obfervation  Hay, 
It  hurries  all  too  fait  to  mark  their  way : 
In  vain  fedate  reflexions  we  would  make. 
When  half  our  knowledge  we  mull  fnatch,  not  take.  40 
Oft,  in  the  Paffion's  wild  rotation  toft. 
Our  fpring  of  action  to  ourfelves  is  loft: 
Tir'd,  not  deterroin'd,  to  the  laft  we  yield. 
And  what  comes  then  is  mafter  of  the  field. 
As  the  laft  image  of  that  troubled  heap,  45 

When  fenfe  fubhdes  and  fancy  fports  in  fleep, 
(Though  paft  the  recolle<fdon  of  the  thought) 
Becomes  the  ftuiF  of  which  our  dream  is  wrought : 
Something  as  dim  to  our  internal  view. 
Is  thus,  perhaps,  the  caufe  of  moft  we  do.  50 

True,  fome  are  open,  and  to  all  men  known ; 
Others,  fo  very  clofe,  they  're  hid  from  none ; 
•{So  darknefs  ftrikes  the  fenfe  no  lefs  than  light) 
Thus  gracious  Chandos  is  belov'd  at  fight; 
And  every  child  hates  Shy  lock,  though  his  foul  5  5 

5till  iits  at  fquat ,  and  peeps  not  from  its  hole. 

3  At 
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jV  half  mankind  when  generous  Manly  raves. 

All  know  'tis  Virtue,  for  he  thinks  them  knaves: 

When  univerfal  homage  Umbra  pays. 

All  fee  'tis  Vice,  and  itch  of  vulgar  praife.  60 

\'  hen  Flattery  glares,  all  hate  it  in  a  Queen, 

While  one  there  is  who  charms  us  with  his  Spleen. 

Lut  thefe  plain  Charafters  we  rarely  find  : 
Though  flrong  the  bent,  yet  quick  the  turns  of  mind: 
Or  puzzling  Contraries  confound  the  whole ;  65 

Or  Affeftations  quite  reverfc  the  foul. 
The  Dull,  flat  Falfehood  ferves,  for  policy; 
And  in  the  Cunning,  Truth  itfelf  's  a  lie : 
Unthought-of  Frailties  cheat  us  in  the  V/ifj; 
The  Fool  lies  hid  in  inconfiftencies.  70 

Seethe  fame  man,  in  vigour,  in  the  gout; 
Alone,  in  company ;  in  place,  or  out ; 
Early  at  Bufmefs,  and  at  Hazai-d  late; 
Mad  at  a  Fox-chafe,  wife  at  a  Debate; 
Drunk  at  a  Borough,  civil  at  a  Ball;  75 

Friendly  at  Hackney,  faithlefs  at  Whitehall. 

Catius  is  ever  moral,  ever  grave, 
Thin'cs  who  endures  a  knave,  is  next  a  knave, 

Save  jull  at  dinner then  prefers,  no  doubt, 

A  Rogue  with  Venifon  to  a  Saint  without.  80 

Who  would  not  praife  Patricio's  high  defert. 
His  hand  unllain'd,  his  uncorrupted  heart. 
His  comprehenfive  head !  all  Interefts  weigh'd. 
All  Europe  fav'd,  yet  Britain  not  betray'd. 
He  thanks  you  not,  his  Pride  is  in  Picquette,  85 

Newmarket-fame,  and  judgment  at  a  Bett. 

VcL.  XL VI.  H  What 
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What  made  (fay,  Montagne,  or  more  fage  Charron !) 
Otho  a  warrior,  Cromwell  a  buffoon? 
A  perjur'd  Prince  a  leaden  faint  revere, 
A  godlefs  Regent  tremble  at  a  Star  ?  90 

The  throne  a  Bigot  keep,  a  Genius  quit, 
Faithlefs  through  Piety,  and  dup'd  through  Wit  ? 
Europe  a  Woman,  Child,  or  Dotard  rule. 
And  juft  her  wifeft  monarch  made  a  fool? 

Know,  God  and  Nature  only  are  the  fame :  95 

In  Man,  the  judgment  (hoots  at  flying  game; 
A  bird  of  paflfage  !  gone  as  foon  as  found. 
Now  in  the  Moon  perhaps,  now  under  ground. 

In  vain  the  fage,  with  retrofpeftive  eye. 
Would  from  th'  apparent  What  conclude  the  Why, 
Infer  the  Motive  from  the  Deed,  and  fhew. 
That  what  we  chanc'd  was  what  we  meant  to  do. 
Behold  if  Fortune  or  a  Miftrefs  frowns. 
Some  plunge  in  bufmefs,  others  ftiave  their  crowns : 
To  eafe  the  foul  of  one  opprefiive  weight,  105 

This  quits  an  Empire,  that  embroils  a  State : 
The  fame  aduft  complexion  has  impell'd 
Charles  to  the  Convent,  Philip  to  the  Field. 

Not  always  Aftions  (hew  the  man :  we  find 
Who  does  a  kindnefs,  is  not  therefore  kind :  no 

Variation. 
After  ver.  86.  in  the  former  Editions, 
Triumphant  leaders  at  an  army's  head, 
Hemm'd  round  with  glories,  pilfer  cloth  or  bread ; 
As  meanly  plunder  as  they  bravely  fought. 
Now  fave  a  people,  and  now  favc  a  groat. 

Perhaps 
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''Mips  Profperlty  becalm'd  his  hreafl:. 
Perhaps  the  Wind  juft  fhifted  from  the  Eall: 
Not  therefore  humble  he  who  feeks  retreat. 
Pride  guides  his  fteps,  and  bids  him  fhun  the  great : 
Who  combats  bravely  is  not  therefore  brave,  1 15 

He  dreads  a  death-bed  like  the  meaneft  (lave : 
Who  reafons  wifely  is  not  therefore  wife. 
His  pride  in  Reafoning,  not  in  Afting,  lies. 
But  grant  that  adlions  ball  difcover  man; 
Take  the  mod  ilrong,  and  fort  them  as  you  can.     120 
The  few  that  glare,  each  character  muft  mark,    . 
You  balance  not  the  many  in  the  dark. 
What  will  you  do  with  fuch  as  difagree  ? 
Supprefs  them,  or  mifcall  them  policy? 
Muft  then  at  once  (the  charafter  to  fave)  I2tj 

The  plain  rough  Hero  turn  a  crafty  Knave  ? 
Alas !  in  truth  the  man  but  chang'd  his  mind. 
Perhaps  was  fick,  in  love,  or  had  not  din'd. 
Aik  why  from  Britain  C^far  would  retreat? 
:Caefar  himfelf  might  whifper,  he  was  beat.  130 

Variation. 
Ver.  129,  in  the  former  Editions: 

Afk  why  from  Britain  Caefar  made  retreat? 
Caefar  himfelf  would  tell  you  he  was  beat. 
The  mighty  Czar  what  mov'd  to  wed  a  Punk  ? 
I'he  mighty  Czar  would  tell  you  he  was  drunk. 

Altered  as  above,  becaufe  Caefar  wrote  his  Commentaries  of 
thio  war,  and  does  not  tell  you  he  was  beat.  As  Csefar  too 
afforded  an  inftance  of  both  cafes,  it  was  thought  better  to  make 
him  the  fingieexamflc. 

H  2  Why 
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Why  rifk  the  World's  great  empire  for  a  Punk  ? 
Csfar  perhaps  might  anfwer,  he  was  drunk. 
But,  fage  hiftorians !  'tis  your  talk  to  prove 
Oneaftion  Condudl;  one,  heroic  Love. 

'Tis  from  high  Life  high  charafters  are  drawn:  13 j 
A  Saint  in  Crape  is  twice  a  Saint  in  Lawn; 
A  Judge  is  juft,  a  Chancellor  jufter  ftill; 
A  Govvnman,  learn'd;  a  Bilhop,  what  you  v^'ill; 
Wife,  if  a  Minifter ;  but,  if  a  King, 
More  wife,  more  learn'd,  more  jull,  more  every  thing. 
Court-Virtues  bear,  like  Gems,  the  higheil  rate. 
Born  where  Pleaven's  influence  fcarce  can  penetrate : 
In  life's  low  vale,  the  foil  the  Virtues  like. 
They  pleafe  as  beauties,  here  as  wonders  ftrike. 
Though  the  fame  fun  with  all-difFufive  rays  145 

Blulh  in  the  Rofe,  and  in  the  Diamond  blaze,  ' 
We  prize  the  ftronger  effort  of  his  power. 
And  juftly  fet  the  Gem  above  the  Flower. 

'Tis  Education  forms  the  common  mind ; 
Jiift  as  the  twig  is  bent,  the  tree  's  inclin'd.  150 

Boaftful  and  rough,  your  firfl:  fon  is  a  'Squire ; 
The  next  a  Tradefman,  meek,  and  much  a  lyar; 
Tom  liruts  a  Soldier,  open,  bold  and  brave ; 
Will  fneaks  a  Scrivener,  an  exceeding  knave : 
Is  he  a  Churchman  ?  then  he  's  fond  of  power :   i 
A  Quaker  ?  fly :  A  Prefljyterian  ?  four : 
A  fmart  Free-thinker  ?  all  things  in  an  hour. 

Alk  men's  Opinions :  Scoto  now  fliall  tell 
How  Trade  increafes,  and  the  world  goes  well ; 

Strike 
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;^:e  off  his  Penfion,  by  the  fetdng  fun,  i6o 

!  Britain,  if  not  Europe,  is  undone. 

That  gay  Free-thinker,  a  fine  talker  once. 
What  turns  him  now  a  fcapid,  filent  dance  ? 
ooine  God,  or  Spirit,  he  has  lately  found; 
Or  chanc'd  to  meet  a  Minifter  that  frown'd.  165 

I  udge  we  by  Nature  ?  Habit  can  eff.ice, 

.reft  o'ercome,  or  policy  take  place: 
By  AftionS  ?  thofe  Uncertdnty  divides : 
By  Paffions  ?  thefe  Difiimulation  hides : 
Opinions  ?  they  ftill  take  a  wider  range :  i-o 

Find,  if  you  can,  in  what  you  cannot  change. 

Manners  with  Fortunes,  Humours  turn  with  Climes, 
Tenets  with  Books,  and  Principles  with  Times. 

Search  then  the  Ruling  PaiTion:  There,  alone. 
The  Wild  are  conftant,  and  the  Cunning  known;    175 
The  Fool  confiiient,  and  the  Falfe  fincere; 
Priefts,  Princes,  Women,  no  dilTemblers  here.. 
This  clue  once  found,  unravels  all  the  reft. 
The  profpedl  clears,  and  Wharton  Hands  confeft. 
Wharton,  the  fcorn  and  wonder  of  our  days,  1 80 

Whofe  ruling  Paffion  was  the  Luft  of  Praife : 
Bom  with  whate'er  could  win  it  from  the  Wife, 
Women  and  Fools  muft  like  him,  or  ho  dies  : 
Though  wondering  Senates  hung  on  all  he  fpcke. 
The  Club  muft  hail  him  mafter  of  the  joke.  1 85 

Shall  parts  fo  various  aim  at  notliing  new  ? 
He  '11  fhine  a  Tully  and  a  V/ilmot  too. 
Then  turns  repentant,  and  his  God  adores 
"With  the  fame  fpuit  that  he.  drinks  and  whores ; 

H  3  Enough . 
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Enough  if  all  around  him  but  admire,  i  ga 

And  now  the  Punk  applaud,  and  now  the  Friar. 

Thus  with  each  gift  of  nature  and  of  art. 

And  wanting  nothing  but  an  honeft  heart ; 

Grown  all  to  all,  from  no  one  vice  exempt; 

And  moll  contemptible,  to  fhun  contempt ;  1 95 

His  Paffion  ftill,  to  covet  general  praife; 

His  Life,  to  forfeit  it  a  thoufand  ways ; 

A  conftant  Bounty,  which  no  friend  has  made; 

An  Angel  Tongue,  which  no  man  can  perfuade; 

A  Fool,  with  more  of  Wit  than  half  mankind,         3G» 

Too  raih  for  Thought,  for  Acllon  too  refin'd: 

A  Tyrant  to  tlie  wife  his  heart  approves; 

A  Rebel  to  the  very  king  he  loves ; 

He  dies,  fad  outcaft  of  each  church  and  ftate. 

And,  harder  flill !  flagitious,  yet  not  great.  205 

Afk  you  why  Wharton  broke  through  every  rule  ? 

'Twas  all  for  fear  the  Knaves  Ihould  call  him  Fool. 

Nature  well  known,  no  prodigies  remain. 
Comets  are  regular,  and  Wharton  plain. 

Yet,  in  this  fearch,  the  wifeft  may  miilake,  210 

If  fecond  qualities  for  firfl:  they  take. 
When  Catiline  by  rapine  fwell'd  his  ftore; 
When  Caefar  made  a  noble  dame  a  whore; 
In  this  the  Luft,  in  that  t!ie  Avarice,' 
Were  means,  not  ends ;  Ambition  was  the  vice.      21^ 

V  A    R    I    A   T    I    J   K  . 

In  the  former  EJicions,  ver.  zcG. 

Nature  well  known,  no  Miracles  remain. 
Altered,  as  above,  for  verv  obvious  reafons. 

That 
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i  hat  very  Ccefar,  born  in  Scipio's  days. 
Had  aim'd  like  him,  by  Chaftity,  at  praife; 
Lucullus,  when  Frugality  could  charm. 
Had  roafted  turnips  in  the  Sabine  farm. 
In  vain  th'  cbferver  eyes  the  builder's  toil,  220 

But  quite  miftakes  the  fcafFold  for  the  pile. 

In  this  one  paffion  man  can  ftrength  enjoy. 
As  Fits  give  vigour,  juft  v/hen  they  deftroy. 
Time,  that  on  a.11  things  lays  his  lenient  hand. 
Yet  tames  not  this ;  it  fticks  to  our  laft  fand.  225 

Confiftent  in  our  follies  and  our  fms. 
Here  honeil  Nature  ends  as  fhe  begins. 

Old -Politicians  chew  on  wifdom  pafr. 
And  totter  on  in  bufmefs  to  the  laft ; 
As  weak,  as  earnell;  and  as  gravely  out,  230 

As  fober  Lanefijorow  dancing  in  the  gout. 

Behold  a  reverend  fire,  whom  want  of  grace 
Has  made  the  father  of  a  namclefs  race, 
Shov'd  from  the  wall  perhaps,  or  rudely  prefs'd 
By  his  own  fon,  that  pafl'es  by  unblefs'd :  235 

Still  to  his  wench  he  crawls  on  knocking  knees. 
And  envies  every  fparrow  that  he  fees. 

A  falmon's  belly,  Helluo,  was  thy  fate ; 
The  dodor  call'd,  declares  all  help  too  late : 
"  Mercy  !  cries  Helluo,  mercy  on  my  foul !  240 

"  Is  there  no  hope? — Alas  ! — then  bring  the  jowl." 

The  frugal  Crone,  whom  praying  priefts  attend. 
Still  llrives  to  fave  the  hallow'd  taper's  end, 
Collefts  her  breath,  as  ebbing  life  retires, 
For  one  puff  more,  and  in  that  puff  expires.  245 

H  4  "  Odious ! 
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"  Odious !  in  woollen !  'twould  a  faint  provoke, 
(Were  the  laft  words  that  poor  Narciffa  fpoke) 
"  No,  let  a  charming  Chintz,  and  BrufTels  lace, 
"  Wrap  my  cold  limbs,  and  (hade  my  lifelefs  face : 
*♦  One  would  not,  fare,  be  frightful  when  one  's  dead— . 
*'  And — Betty — give  this  Cheek  a  little  Red." 

The  Courtier  fmooth,  who  forty  years  had  fhin'd 
An  humble  fervant  to  all  human-kind, 
Juil  brought  out  this,  when  fcarce  his  tongue  could  ftir, 
"  If — where  I  'm  going — I  could  ferve  you.  Sir !"  255 

"  I  give  and  I  devife  (old  Euclio  faid. 
And  figh'd)  "  ray  lands  and  tenements  to  Ned." 
Your  money.  Sir? — "  My  money.  Sir!  what  all? 
"  V/hy, — if  I  muft — (then  wept)  I  give  it  Paul." 
The  manor.  Sir?—"  The  manor  !  hold,  he  cry'd.  260 
"  Not  that, — I  cannot  part  with  that" — and  dy'd. 

A.nd  you !  brave  Cobham,  to  the  latell  breath. 
Shall  feel  your  ruling  palCon  ftrong  in  death : 
Such  in  thofe  moments  as  in  all  the  pail, 
"  ,Qh,  {ave  my  Country,  Heaven!"  fnall  be  your  lafl. 
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MORAL       ESSAYS. 

EPISTLE        IL 
TO      A      LADY. 

Of  the  Charaftcrs  of  Woivien. 

THERE  is  nothing  in  Mr.  Pope's  works  more  highl/ 
finiftied  than  this  Epiftle :  Yet  its  fuccefs  was  in  no 
proportion  to  the  pains  he  took  in  compofing  it. 
Something  he  chanced  to  drop  in  a  fhort  advertife- 
ment  prefixed  to  it,  on  its  firft  publication,  may  per- 
haps account  for  the  fmall  attention  given  to  it.  He 
faid  that  no  one  charafter  in  it  was  drawn  from  the 
life.  The'  public  believed  him  on  his  word,  and  ex- 
preffed  little  curiofity  about  a  Satire,  in  which  ther« 
was  nothing  perfonal. 

NOTHING  fo  true  as  what  you  once  let  fall, 
"  Moll  Women  have  no  Charaders  at  all." 
Matter  too  foft  a  lalling  mark  to  bear. 
And  bell  diftinguifh'd  by  black,  brown,  or  fair. 

How  many  pisflures  of  one  Nymph  we  view,  5 

All  how  unlike  each  other,  all  how  true ! 
Arcadia's  Countefs,  here,  in  ermin'd  pride. 
Is  there,  Pailora  by  a  fountain  fide. 
Here  Fannia,  leering  on  her  own  good  man. 
And  there,  a  naked  Leda  with  a  Swan.  10 

Let 
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Let  then  the  fair-one  beautifully  cry. 

In  Magdalene's  loofe  hair,  and  lifted  eye. 

Or  dreft  in  fmiles  of  fvveet  Cecilia  fbine. 

With  fimpering  Angels,  Palms,  and  Harps  divine; 

Whether  the  Charmer  fmner  it,  or  faint  it,  i^ 

If  Folly  grow  romantic,  I  rnufl;  paint  it. 

Come  then,  the  ccloiirs  and  the  ground  prepare ! 
Dip  in  the  Rainbow,  trick  her  off  in  Air; 
Chufe  a  firm  Cloud,  before  it  fall,  and  in  it 
Catch,  ere  fhe  change,  the  Cynthia  of  this  minute.    20 

Rufa,  whofe  eye,  quick  glancing  o'er  the  Park, 
Attradls  each  light  gay  meteor  of  a  Spark, 
Agrees  as  ill  with  Rufa  ftudying  Locke, 
As  Sappho's  diamonds  with  her  dirty  fmock; 
Or  Sappho  at  her  toilet's  greafy  tafe,  25 

With  Sappho  fragrant  at  an  evening  Maflc  : 
So  morning  Infects,  that  in  muck  begun. 
Shine,  buzz,  and  fly-blow  in  the  fetting-fun. 

How  foft  is  Silia !  fearful  to  offend ; 
The  frail-one's  advocate,  the  weak-one's  friend.        30 
To  her  Callfta  prov'd  her  conduft  nice ; 
And  good  Simplicius  afks  of  her  advice. 
Sudden,  flie  itorms  !  fhe  raves !  You  tip  the  wink. 
But  fpare  your  cenfare;  Silia  does  not  drink. 
All  eyes  may  fee  from  v/hat  the  change  arofe,  35 

All  eyes  may  fee — a  pimple  on  her  nofe. 

Papillia,  wedded  to  her  amorous  fpark. 
Sighs  for  the  fliades — "  Hov/  charming  is  a  Park!" 
A  Park  is  purchas'd,  but  the  Fair  he  fees 
All  bath'd  in  tears — "  Oh  odious,  odious  Trees !"     40" 

Ladies, 
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Ladies,  like  variegated  Tulips,  (how, 
'Tis  to  their  Changes  half  their  charms  we  owe ; 
Fine  by  defeft,  and  delicately  weak, 
Their  happy  Spots  the  nice  admirer  take. 
'Twas  thus  Calypfo  once  each  heart  alarm'd,  45 

Aw'd  without  Virtue,  without  Beauty  charm'd; 
Her  tongue  bewitch'd  as  oddly  as  her  Eyes, 
Lefs  Wit  than  Mimic,  more  a  Wit  than  Wife ; 
Strange  graces  flill,  and  ftranger  flights  fhe  had. 
Was  juft  not  ugly,  and  was  jufl:  not  mad;  50 

Y  et  ne'er  fo  fure  our  paffion  to  create. 
As  when  fhe  touch'd  the  brink  of  all  we  hate. 

NarcifTa's  nature,  tolerably  mild. 
To  make  a  waHi,  would  hardly  ftew  a  child; 
Has  ev'n  been  prov'd  to  grant  a  Lover's  prayer,       55 
And  paid  a  Tradefman  once  to  make  him  flare ; 
Gave  alms  at  Eafter,  in  a  Chriilian  trim ; 
And  made  a  Widcnv  happy,  for  a  whim. 
Why  then  declare  Good-nature  is  her  fcom. 
When  'tis  by  that  alone  flie  can  be  born  ?  60 

Why  pique  all  mortals,  yet  affeft  a  name  ? 
A  fool  to  Pleafure,  yet  a  flave  to  fame : 
Now  deep  in  Taylor  and  the  Book  of  Martyrs, 
Now  drinking  Citron  with  his  Grace  and  Chartres ; 
Now  Confcience  chills  her,  and  now  Palfion  burns ;  65 
And  Atheiim  and  Reiigion  take  their  turns; 
A  very  Heathen  in  the  carnal  part. 
Yet  ftill  a  fad  good  ChrilHan  at  lier  heart. 

See  Sin  in  State,  majeflically  drunk. 
Proud  as  a  Peerefs,  prouder  as  a  i^unk;  70 

Chalte 
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Chafte  to  her  Hufband,  frank  to  all  befide, 

A  teeming  Miftrefs,  but  a  barren  Bride. 

What  then  ?  let  Blood  and  Body  bear  the  fault. 

Her  Head  's  untouch'd,  that  noble  Seat  of  Thought : 

Such  this  day's  doftrine — in  another  fit  j^: 

She  fins  with  Poets  through  pure  love  of  Wit. 

What  has  not  fir'd  her  bofom  or  her  brain  ? 

Ca;far  and  Tall-boy,  Charles  and  Charlemagne. 

As  Helluo,  late  Diftator  of  the  Feafl, 

The  Nofc  of  Haut-gout,  and  the  Tip  of  Tafle,         S& 

Critiqu'd  your  wine,  and  analyz'd  your  meat. 

Yet  on  plain  pudding  deign'd  at  home  to  eat : 

So  Philomede,  leifluring  all  mankind 

On  the  foft  Paifion,  and  the  Tafte  refin'd, 

Th'  Addrefs,  the  Delicacy — ftoops  at  once,  S^- 

And  makes  her  hearty  meal  upon  a  Dunce. 

Flavia's  a  Wit,  has  too  much  fenfe  to  pray; 
To  toall  our  wants  and  wifhes,  is  her  way ; 
Nor  aflis  of  God,  but  of  her  Stars,  to  give 
Tiie  mighty  bleffing,  "  v/hile  we  live,  to  live."         90 
Then  all  for  Death,  that  Opiate  of  the  foul ! 
Lucretia's  dagger,  Rofamonda's  bowl. 
Say,  what  can  caufe  fuch  impotence  of  mind? 
A  Spark  too  fickle,  or  a  Spoufe  too  kind. 
Wife  Wretch  1  with  pleafures  too  refin'd  to  plcafe ;    95  - 
With  too  m-uch  Spirit  to  be  e'er  ateafe; 

Variation. 
Ver.  77.  What  hsis  not  fir'd,  &c.]  In  the  MS. 
In  whofe  mad  brain  the  mis'd  idea&  roll, 
Of  Tall-boy's  breeches,  and  of  Csefar's  foul. 

With 
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With  too  much  Quicknefs  ever  to  be  taught; 

With  too  much  Thinking  to  have  common  Thought : 

You  purchafe  pain  with  all  that  Joy  can  give. 

And  die  of  nothing  but  a  Rage  to  live.  lOO 

Turn  then  from  Wits ;  and  look  on  Simo's  Mate, 
No  Afs  fo  meek,  no  Afs  fo  obllinate. 
Or  her,  that  owns  her  Faults,. but  never  mends, 
Becaufe  fhe  's  honefl,  and  the  befl:  of  Friends. 
Or  her,  whofe  life  the  Church  and  Scandal  (hare,    105 
For  ever  in  a  Paffion,  or  a  Prayer. 
Or  her,  who,  laughs  at  Hell,  but  (like  her  Grace) 
Cries,  "  Ah  Thow  charming,  if  there  's  no  fach  place !" 
Or  who  in  fweet  viciffitude  appears 
Of  Mirth  and  Opium,  P.atafie  and  Tears,  no 

The  daily  Anodyne,  and  nightly  Draught, 
To  kill  thofe  foes  to  Fair-ones,  Time  and  Thought. 
Woman  and  Fool  are  two  hard  things  to  hit ; 
For  true  No-meaning  puzzles  more  than  Wit. 

But  what  are  thefe  to  great  Atofia's  mind  ?  115 

Scarce  once  herfelf,  by  turns  all  Womankind! 
Who,  with  herfelf,  or  others,  from  her  birth 
Finds  all  her  life  one  warfare  upon  earth : 
Shines,  in  expoling  Knaves,  and  painting  Fools, 
Yet  is,  whate'er  fhe  hates  and  ridicules.  izo 

No  Thought  advances,  but  her  Eddy  Brain 
Whilks  it  about,  and  down  it  goes  again. 


Variation. 
After  ver.  122,  in  the  MS. 

Opprefs'd  with  wealth  and  wit,  abundance  fad  ! 
One  makes  her  poor,  the  other  makes  her  m.Kl. 

FuH 
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Full  fixty  years  the  World  has  been  her  Trade, 

The  vvlfefi:  Fool  much  Time  has  ever  made. 

From  lovelefs  youth  to  unrefpeded  age,  1 25 

No  Paifion  gratify'd,  except  her  Rage, 

So  much  the  Fury  ftill  out-ran  the  Wit, 

The  Pleafure  mifs'd  her,  and  the  Scandal  hit. 

Who  breaks  with  her,  provokes  Revenge  from  Hell, 

But  he  's  a  bolder  man  who  dares  be  well.  130 

Her  every  turn  with  Violence  purfued. 

Nor  more  a  ftorm  her  Hate  than  Gratitude  1 

To  that  each  Paffion  turns,  or  foon  or  late ; 

J  ,ove,  if  it  makes  her  yield,  muft  make  her  hate  : 

Superiors?  death!  and  Equals?  vvhatacurfe!         135 

But  an  Inferior  not  dependant  ?  worfe. 

Offend  her,  and  {he  knows  not  to  forgive ; 

Oblige  her,  and  fhe  '11  hate  you  while  you  live : 

But  die,  and  fhe  '11  adore  you — Then  the  Buft 

And  Temple  rife — then  fall  again  to  duft.  140 

La  ft  night,  her  Lord  was  all  that  's  good  and  great; 

A  Knave  this  morning,  and  his  Will  a  Cheat. 

Strange !  by  the  Means  defeated  of  the  Ends, 

By  Spirit  robb'd  of  Power,  by  Warmth  of  Friends, 

By  Wealth  of  Followers !  without  one  diftrefs  145 

Sick  of  herfelf,  through  very  felfllhnefs ! 

AtcfTa,  curs'd  with  every  granted  prayer, 

Cliildlefs  with  all  her  Children,  wants  an  Heir. 

To 

Variation. 
Afcer  ver.  148,  in  the  MS. 

This  Death  decides;  nor  lets  the  biefilng  fall 
On  any  one  (he  hates,  but  on  them  all. 

Curo'« 
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Te  Heirs  unknown  defcends  th'-  unguarded  ftore. 

Or  wanders,  Heaven-dire£ted,  to  the  Poor.  150 

Pidlures,  like  thefe,  dear  Madam,  to  defign, 
Aiks  no  firm  hand,  and  no  unerring  line; 
Some  wandering  touches,  fome  reflefted  light. 
Some  Hying  flroke  alone  can  hit  them  right : 
For  how  fhould  equal  Colours  do  the  knack?  J55 

Chameleons  who  can  paint  in  white  and  black  ? 

"  Yet  Chloe  fure  was  form'd  without  a  fpot."— 
Nature  in  her  then  err'd  not,  but  forgot. 
*'  With  every  pleafmg,  every  prudent  part, 
*'  Say,  what  can  Chloe  want?" — She  wants  a  Heart. 
She  fpeaks,  behaves,  and  S.Q.S  juft  as  (he  ought; 
But  never,  never,  reach'd  one  generous  Thought. 
Virtue  Ihe  finds  too  painful  an  endeavour. 
Content  to  dwell  in  Decencies  for  ever. 
So  very  reafonable,  fo  unmov'd,  165 

As  never  yet  to  love,  or  to  be  lov'd. 
She,  while  her  Lover  pants  upon  her  breaft. 
Can  mark  the  figures  on  an  Indian  cheft ; 
And  when  Ihe  fees  her  Friend  in  deep  defpair, 
Obferves  how  much  a  Chintz  exceeds  Mohair.        17© 
Forbid  it.  Heaven,  a  Favour  or  a  Debt 
She  e'er  fhould  cancel — but  fhe  may  forget. 
Safe  is  your  fecret  ilill  in  Chloe's  ear ; 
But  none  of  Chloe's  fliall  you  ever  hear. 


Variation. 

Curs'd  chance  !   this  only  could  affliil  her  more, 
It"  any  part  fliould  wander  to  the  poor. 

Of 
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Of  all  her  Dears  Ihe  never  flander'd  one,  175 

But  cares  not  if  a  thoufand  are  undone. 

Would  Chloe  know  if  you  're  alive  or  dead? 

She  bids  her  Footman  put  it  in  her  head. 

Chloe  is  prudent — Would  you  too  be  wife? 

Then  never  break  your  heart  when  Chloe  dies.       180 

One  certain  Portrait  may  (I  grant)  be  feen. 
Which  Heaven  has  varnifii'd  out,  and  made  a  Queen : 
The  fame  for  ever !  and  defcrib'd  by  all 
With  Truth  and  Goodnefs,  as  with  Crown  and  Ball. 
Poets  heap  Virtues,  Painters  Gems  at  will,  183 

And  ftiew  their  zeal,  and  hide  their  vv'ant  of  fkiU. 
'  Tis  well — but,  Artifls !  who  can  paint  or  write. 
To  draw  the  naked  is  your  true  dehght. 
That  Robe  of  Quaht)'  fo  ftruts  and  fvvells. 
None  fee  what  Parts  of  Nature  it  conceals:  150 

Th'  exafteft  traits  of  Body  or  of  Mind, 
We  owe  to  models  of  an  humble  kind. 
If  Queenlherry  to  ftrip  there  's  no  compelling, 
'Tis  from  a  Handmaid  we  muft  take  a  Helen. 
From  Peer  or  Bifhop  'tis  no  eafy  thing  1 95 

To  draw  the  man  who  loves  his  God,  or  King: 
Alas !  I  copy  (or  my  draught  would  faU) 
From"  honell  Mah'met,  or  plain  Parfon  Hale. 

But 

Variation. 
After  ver.  J98,  in  the  MS. 

Fain  I  'd  in  Fulvia  fpy  the  tender  Wife  ; 
I  cannot  prove  it  on  her  for  my  life  : 
■And,  for  a  noble  pride,  I  blufh  no  lefs, 
Inftead  of  Berenice  to  think,  on  Bets, 

Thui 
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But  grant,  in  Public  Men  fometimes  are  fiiovvn, 
A  Woman  '3  feen  in  Private  life  alone  :  200 

Our  bolder  Talents  in  full  light  difplay'd ; 
Your  Virtues  open  fairefl:  in  the  fhade. 
Bred  to  difguife,  in  Public  'tis  you  hide  ; 
There,  none  dlftinguifh  'twixt  your  Shame  or  Pride, 
Weaknefs  or  Delicacy;  all  fo  nice,  205 

That  each  may  feem  a  Virtue,  or  a  Vice. 

In  Men  we  various  Ruling  PalRons  find; 
In  Women,  two  almoft  divide  the  kind; 
Thofe,  only  fix'd,  they  firft  or  lalt  obey, 
The  Love  of  Pleafure,  and  the  Love  of  Sway.         210 

That,  Nature  gives ;  and  where  the  lefibn  taught 
Is  but  to  pleafe,  can  Pleafure  feem  a  fault  ? 
Experience,  this ;  by  Man's  oppreirion  curil. 
They  feek  the  fecond  not  to  lofe  the  firft. 

Men,  fome  to  Bufinefs,  fome  to  Pleafure  take;     ZI5 
But  every  Woman  is  at  heart  a  Rake : 
Men,  fome  to  Quiet,  fome  to  public  Strife; 
But  every  Lady  would  be  Queen  for  Lite. 

Yet  mark  the  fate  of  a  whole  Sex  of  Queens ! 
Pov/er  ail  their  end,  but  Beauty  all  the  means:        220 


Variations. 
Thus  while  Immortal  Gibber  only  fings 
(As  Clarke  and  Hoadly  preach)  for  queens  and  kings, 
The  Nymph  that  ne'er  read  Milton's  mighty  line. 
May,  if  flie  love  and  merit  verfe,  have  mine. 

Ver.  207,  in  the  firft  Edition  : 

In  feveral  Men  we  fevoial-pafTions  find  ; 
In  Women,  two  a'raon  divide  ths  klnst. 

Vol.  XL VI.  I  tn 
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In  Youth  they  conquer  with  fo  wild  a  rage. 

As  leaves  them  fcarce  a  fubjecl  in  their  Age : 

For  foreign  glory,  foreign  joy,  they  roam ; 

No  thought  of  peace  or  happinefs  at  home. 

But  Wifdom's  triumph  is  well-tim'd  Retreat,  225 

As  liard  a  fcience  to  the  Fair  as  Great ! 

Beauties,  like  Tyrants,  old  and  friendlefs  grown. 

Yet  hate  repofe,  and  dread  to  be  alone. 

Worn-out  in  pubUc,  weary  every  eye. 

Nor  leave  one  figh  beliind  them  when  they  die.       230 

Pleafures  the  fex,  as  children  Bu'ds,  purfue. 
Still  out  of  reach,  yet  never  out  of  view; 
Sure,  if  they  catch,  to  fpcil  the  Toy  at  moft. 
To  covet  flyitig,  and  regret  when  loll : 
At  laft,  to  follies  Youth  could  fcarce  defend,  235 

It  grows  their  Age's  prudence  to  pretend ; 
Afliam'd  to  own  they  gave  delight  before, 
Reduc'd  to  feign  it,  when  they  give  no  more : 
As  Hags  hold  Sabbaths,  lefs  for  joy  than  fpight. 
So  thefe  their  merry,  miferable  Night;  240 

Still  round  and  round  the  Ghofts  of  Beauty  glide. 
And  haunt  the  places  where  their  honour  dy'd. 

See  how  the  World  its  Veterans  rewards ! 
A  Youth  of  Frolicks,  an  Old-age  of  Cards; 
Fair  to  no  purpofe,  artful  to  no  end ;  245 

Young  without  Lovers,  old  v/;thout  a  Friend; 
A  Fop  their  Fa  Jion,  but  their  Prize  a  Sot ; 
Alive,  ridiculous ;  and  dead,  forgot  1 

Ah!  Friend!  to  dazzle  let  the  Vain  defign; 
To  raife  the  thought,  and  touch  the  Heart,  be  thine !  250 

That 
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That  Chafm  (hall  grow,  while  what  fatigues  the  Ring, 
Flaunts  and  goes  down,  an  unregarded  thing : 
So  when  the  Sun's  broad  beam  has  tir'd  the  fight. 
All  mild  afcends  the  Moon's  more  fcber  light, 
Srrene  in  Virgin  Modefty  ihs  (hines,  255 

And  unobferv'd  the  glaring  orb  declines. 

Oh !  bleil  with  Temper,  whofe  unclouded  ray- 
Can  make  to-morrow  chearful  as  to-day  ; 
She,  who  can  love  a  Siller's  charms,  or  hear 
Sighs  for  a  Daughter  with  unwounded  ear;  260 

She  who  ne'er  anfwers  till  a  Hulband  cools. 
Or,  if  (lie  "rules  him,  never  Ihews  fhe  rules ; 
Charms  by  accepting,  by  fubmitting  fways. 
Yet  has  her  humour  moft,  when  fhe  obeys ; 
Let  Fops  or  Fortune  fly  which  way  they  will,  265 

Difdains  all  lofs  of  Tickets,  or  Codille  ; 
Spleen,  Vapours,  or  Small-pox,  above  them  all. 
And  Millrefs  of  herfelf,  though  China  fall. 

And  yet,  believe  me,  good  as  v.'ell  as  ill. 
Woman  's  at  beft  a  contradiftion  ftill.  270 

Heaven  when  it  llrives  to  pclifh  all  it  can 
Its  lafi  beft  work,  but  forms  a  fofter  Man ; 
Picks  from  each  fex,  to  make  the  Favourite  bleft. 
Your  love  of  Pleafure,  our  defire  of  Reft : 
Blends,  in  exception  to  all  general  rules,  275 

Your  tafte  of  Follies,  with  our  fcorn  of  Fools  : 
Referve  with  Franknefs,  Art  with  Truth  ally'd. 
Courage  with  Softnefs,  Modefty  with  Pride  ; 
Fix'd  Principles,  with  Fancy  ever  new; 
Shakes  all  together,  and  produces— You.  280 

I  2  Be 
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Be  this  a  Woman's  Fame !  with  this  unbleft, 

Toalb  live  a  fcorn,  and  Queens  may  die  a  jefl. 

This  Phoebus  promis'd  {I  forget  the  year) 

When  thofe  blue  eyes  firlV  open'd  on  the  fphere  ; 

Afcendant  Phoebus  watch'd  that  hour  with  care,      285 
•Averted  half  your  Parents'  fimple  Prayer; 

And  gave  you  Beauty,  but  deny'd  the  Pelf 

That  buys  your  fex  a  Tyrant  o'er  itfelf. 

The  generous  God,  wlio  Wit  and  Gold  refines, 

•And  ripens  Spirits  as  he  ripens  Mines,  290 

-Kept  Drofs  for  Ducheffes,  the  world  fhall  know  it. 

To  you  gave  SeHfe,  Good-humour,  and  a  Poet. 
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MORAL       ESSAYS, 

EPISTLE       III. 

TO    ALLEN,    LORD    BAT  HURST. 

ARGUMENT. 

Of  the  Ufe  of  Riches. 

THAT  it  is  known  to  few,  moft  falling  into  one  ot 
ths  extremes.  Avarice  orProfufion,  ver.  i,  Sec.  The 
Point  difcuffed,  whether  the  invention  of  Money  hai 
been  more  commodious  or  pernicious  to  Mankind, 
ver.  21  to  77.  That  Riches,  either  to  the  Avaricious 
or  the  Prodigal,  cannot  afford  Happinefs,  feared}"- 
NecelTaries,  ver.  89  to  160.  That  Avarice  is  an  ab- 
folute  Frenzy,  without  an  End  or  Purpofe,  ver.  113, 
&c.  152.  Conjeftures  about  the  Motives  of  Avari- 
cious men,  ver.  121  to  153.  That  the  conduft  of 
men,  with  refpecl  to  Riches,  can  only  be  accounted 
for  by  the  Order  of  Providence,  which  works  the 
general  Good  out  of  Extremes,  and  brings  all  to  its 
great  End  by  perpetual  Revolutions,  ver.  161  to  178. 
How  a  Mifer  adls  upon  Principles  which  appear  to 
him  reafonable,  ver.  179.  How  a  Prodigal  does  the 
fame,  ver.  199,  The  due  Medium,  and  true  ufe  of 
Riches,  ver  219.  TheMan  of  Rofs,  ver.  250.  The 
fate  of  the  Profufe  and  the  Covetous,  in  two  examples; 
both  mllerable  in  Life  and  in  Death,  ver.  300,  &c. 
Che  Story  of  Sir  Balaam,  ver.  3J9  to  the  end. 

I  3  EPISTLE 


C   I'S   ] 


EPISTLE       in. 

THIS  Epiftle  was  written  after  a  violent  outcry  againft 
our  Author,  on  a  fuppofition  that  he  had  ridiculed  a 
worthy  nobleman  merely  for  his  wrong  tafte.  He 
juftified  himfelf  upon  that  article  in  a  letter  to  the 
Earl  of  Burlington;  at  the  end  of  which  are  thefe 
words :  "  I  have  learnt  that  there  are  fome  who  would 
"  rather  be  wicked  than  ridiculous :  and  therefore  it 
"  may  be  fafer  to  attack  vices  than  follies.  I  will 
"  therefore  leave  my  betters  in  the  quiet  poiTeffion  of 
*'  their  idols,  their  groves,  and  their  high-places; 
"  and  change  my  fubjeft  from  their  pride  to  their 
"  meannefs,  from  their  vanities  to  their  miferies ; 
"  and  as  the  only  certain  way  to  avoid  mifconftruc- 
*'  tions,  to  leffen  oiFence,  and  not  to  multiply  ill- 
**  natured  applications,  I  may  probably  in  my  next, 
"  make  ule  of  real  names  inftead  of  fiiflitious  ones." 

P.  TX  7H0  fhall  decide,  when  Doftors  difagree, 

V  ¥     And  foundeft  Cafuifts  doubt,  like  you  and  me  ? 
You  hold  the  word,  from  Jove  to  Momus  given. 
That  Man  was  made  the  Handing  jell  of  Heaven: 
And  Gold  but  fent  to  keep  the  Fools  in  play,  5 

For  fome  to  heap,  and  fome  to  throw  away. 

But  I,  who  think  more  highly  of  our  kind, 
(And,  furely.  Heaven  and  I  are  of  a  mind) 
Opine,  that  Nature,  as  in  duty  bound. 
Deep  hid  the  {hiring  mifchief  under  ground :  to 

But 
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But  when,  by  Man's  audacious  labour  won, 
Flam'd  forth  this  rival  too,  its  Sire,  the  Sun, 
Then  careful  Heaven  fupply'd  two  forts  of  Men, 
To  fquander  Thefe,  and  Thofe  to  hide  again. 

Like  Doflors  thus,  when  much  difpute  has  pafi:, 
We  find  our  tenets  jult  the  fame  at  laft. 
Both  fairly  owning.  Riches,  in  effedl. 
No  grace  of  Heaven  or  token  of  th'  ElccEl ; 
Given  to  the  Fool,  the  Mad,  the  Vain,  the  Evil, 
To  Ward,  to  Waters,  Chartres,  and  the  Devil.    20 
B.   W'hat  Nature  wants,  commodious  Gold  beftovvs; 
'Tis  thus  we  eat  the  bread  another  fcvvs. 
.    But  how  unequal  it  bellows,  obferve; 
'Tis  thus  we  riot,  while,  who  fow  it,  flarvc  : 
What  Nature  wants  (a  phrafe  I  muft  diHrufl)      25 
Extends  to  Luxury,  extends  to  Luft  : 
Ufeful,  I  grant,  it  ferves  what  Life  requires. 
But  dreadful  too,  the  dark  i^fTaffin  hires. 
B.   Trade  it  may  help.  Society  extend: 
P,   But  lures  the  Pirate,  and  corrupts  the  Friend.      30 
B.   It  raifes  Armies  in  a  Nation's,  aid : 
P.   But  bribes  a  Senate,  and  the  Land  's  betray'd. 
In  vain  may  Heroes  fight,  and  Patriots  rave. 
If  fecret  Gold  fap  on  from  knave  to  knave. 
Once,  we  confefs,  beneath  the  Patriot's  cloak,     3^; 
From  the  crack'd  bag  the  dropping  Guinea  fpoke. 
And  jingling  down  the  back-ftairs,  told  the  crew, 
"Old  Cato  is  as  great  a  rogue  as  you." 
Eleft  Paper-credit !  laft  and  beft  fupply  1 
That  lends  Corruption  lighter  wings  to  fly !         40 
I  4  Gold, 
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Geld,  imp'd  by  thee,  can  compafs  hardeft  things. 

Can  pocket  States,  can  fetch  or  carry  Kings ; 

A  ftngle  leaf  fhall  waft  an  Army  o'er. 

Or  fhip-off  Senates  to  fome  diftant  Shore; 

A  leaf,  like  Sibyl's,  fcatter  to  and  fro  45 

Our  fates  and  fortunes,  as  the  wind  fhall  blow : 

Pregnant  with  thoufands  flits  the  Scrap  unfeen. 

And  filent  fells  a  King,  or  buys  a  Queen. 
Oh  1  that  fuch  bulky  Bribes  as  all  might  fee. 

Still,  as  of  old,  incumber'd  Villainy !  50 

Could  France  or  Rome  divert  our  brave  defigns. 

With  all  their  brandies,  or  with  all  their  wines  ? 

What   could   diey   more    than   Knights  and  'Squires 

confound. 
Or  water  all  the  Quorum  ten  miles  round  ? 
A  ftatefman's  flambers  how  this  fpeech  would  fpoil!  55 
"  Sir,  Spain  has  fent  a  thoufand  jars  of  oil ; 
"  Huge  bales  of  Britilh  cloth  blockade  the  doer; 
**  A  hundred  oxen  at  your  levee  roar." 

Poor  Avarice  one  torm^ent  more  would  find ;  ■ 

Nor  could  Profufion  fquander  all  in  kind.  60      " 

Aftride  his  cheefe  Sir  Morgan -might  we  meet: 
And  Worldly  crying  coals  from  ftreet  to  ftreet. 
Whom,  with  a  wig  fo  v.iid,  and  mien  fo  maz'd, 
S'ity  miftakes  for  fome  poor  tradefman  craz'd. 

Variation. 
After  ver.  50,  in  the  MS. 

To  b-^eak  a  truft  were  Peter  brib'J  with  wine, 
Peter!  'twould  pofe  as  wife  a  head  as  thine. 

Had 
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Had  Coiepepper's  whole  wealth  been  hops  and  hogs,  65 

Could  he  himfelf  have  fewt  it  to  the  dogs  ? 

His  Grace  will  game:  to  White's  a  Bull  be  led. 

With  fpurning  heels  and  with  a  butting  head. 

To  Wiiite's  be  carry'd  as  to  ancient  games. 

Fair  Couriers,  Vafes,  and  alluring  Dames.  7» 

Shall  then  Uxorio,  if  the  flakes  he  fweep. 

Bear  home  fix  Whores,  and  make  his  Lady  weep? 

Orfoft  Adonis,  fo  perfum'd  and  fine, 

Drh/e  to  St.  James's  a  whole  herd  of  fwine? 

Oh  filthy  check  on  all  indullrious  fKill,  75 

To  fpoil  the  nation's  laft  great  trade,  Quadrille ! 

Since  then,  my  Lord,  on  fuch  a  World  we  fall, 

What  fay  you?     B.  Say  ?  Why  take  it,  Gold  and  all. 

P.  What  Riches  give  us,  let  us  then  inquire? 
Meat,  Fire,  and  Cloaths.     B.  What  more?     P.  Meat, 
Cloaths,  and  Fire.  8cS 

Is  this  too  little  ?  weuld  you  more  than  live.? 

Alas !  'tis  more  than  Turner  finds  they  give. 

Alas !  'tis  more  than  (all  his  vifions  pall) 

Unhappy  Wharton,  waking,  found  at  laft! 

What  can  they  give  ?  to  dying  Hopkins,  Heirs ;        85 

To  Chartres,  Vigour;  Japhet,  Noie  and  Ears? 

Can  they,  in  gems  bid  pallid  Hippia  glow. 

In  Fulvia's  buckle  eafe  the  throbs  below; 

Or  heal,  old  Narfes,  thy  obfcener  ail. 

With  all  th'  embroidery  plailler'd  at  thy  tail  ?  90 

Variations. 
.^Ver.  77.  Since  then,  &c.]  In  the  former  Ed. 

Well  then,  fince  with  the  world  we  ftand  or  fail, 
Come  take  it,  as  we  find  it,  Gold  and  all. 

They 
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They  might  (were  Harpax  not  too  wife  to  fpend) 

Gii'e  Harpax  felf  the  blelTing  of  a  Friend; 

Or  find  fome  Doflor  that  would  fave  the  life 

Of  wretched  Shylock,  fpite  of  Shylock's  Wife  : 

But  thoufands  die,  without  or  thio  or  that,  95 

Die,  and  endow  a  College,  or  a  Cat. 

To  fome,  indeed.  Heaven  grants  the  happier  fate, 

T'  enrich  a  Baitard,  or  a  Son  they  hate. 

Perhaps  you  think  the  Poor  might  have  their  part; 
Bond  damns  the  Poor,  and  hates  them  from  his  heart:   . 
The  grave  Sir  Gilbert  holds  it  for  a  rule 
That  every  man  in  want  is  knave  or  fool : 
"  God  cannot  love  (fays  Blunt,  with  tearlefs  eyes) 
"  The  wretch  he  ftarves" — and  pioully  denies  : 
But  the  good  Biiliop,  with  a  meeker  air,  105 

Admits,  and  leaves  them.  Providence's  care. 

Yet  to  be  juft  to  thefe  poor  men  of  pelf. 
Each  does  but  hate  his  neighbour  as  himfelf : 
Damn'd  to  the  Mines,  an  equal  fate  betides 
The  Slave  that  digs  it,  and  the  Slave  that  hides.     1 10 

B.  Who  fuffer  thus,  mere  Charity  fhould  own. 
Mull  acl  on  motives  powerful,  though  unknown. 

P.  Some  War,  fome  Plague,  or  Famine,  they  forefee. 
Some  Revelation  hid  from  you  and  me. 
V/hy  Shylock  wants  a  meal,  the  caufe  is  found ;      115 
He  thinks  a  Loaf  will  rife  to  fifty  pound. 
What  made  Directors  cheat  in  South-fea  year  ? 
To  live  on  Venifon  when  it  fold  fo  dear. 
Afk  you  why  Phryne  the  whole  Audlion  buys  ? 
Phryne  forefees  a  general  Excife.  120 

Whv 
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Why  fhe  and  Sappho  raife  that  monftrous  fum  ? 
Alas!  they  fear  a  man  will  coft  a  p'um. 

Wife  Peter  fees  the  World's  refpecl  for  Gold, 
And  therefore  hopes  this  Nation  may  be  fold : 
Glorious  Ambition!  Peter,  fwell  thy  ftore,  125 

And  be  v.'hat  Rem.e's  great  Didius  was  before. 

The  Crown  of  Poland,  venal  twice  an  age. 
To  juft  three  millions  ftinted  modeft  Gage. 
But  nobler  fcenes,  Maria's  dreams  unfold. 
Hereditary  Realms,  and  worlds  of  Gold.  13© 

Congenial  fouls ;  whofe  life  one  Avarice  joins. 
And  one  fate  buries  in  th'  Afturian  Mines. 

Much-injur'd  Blunt!  v/hy  bears  he  Britain's  hate / 
A  wizard  told  him  in  thefe  words  our  fate  : 
"  At  length  Corruption,  like  a  general  flood,  135 

*'  (So  long  by  watchful  Minifters  withftood) 
*'  Shall  deluge  aU ;  and  Avarice,  creeping  on, 
*'  Spread  like  a  low-born  mill,  and  blot  the  Sun; 
*'  Statefman  and  Patriot  ply  ahke  the  Stocks, 
"  Peerefs  and  Butler  fhare  alike  the  Box,  1 40 

"  And  Judges  job,  and  Bifhops  bite  the  town, 
*'  And  mighty  Dukes  pack  cards  for  half  a  crown. 
"  See  Britain  funk  in  lucre's  fordid  charms, 
*'  And  France  reveng'd  of  Anne's  and  Edward's 

"  arms!" 
'Twas  no  Court-badge,  great  Scrivener,  fir'd  thy  brain. 
Nor  lordly  Luxury,  nor  City  Gain : 
No,  'twas  thy  righteous  end,  afnam'd  to  fee 
Senates  degenerate.  Patriots  difagree. 

And 
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And  nobly  wifhing  Party-rage  to  ceafe. 

To  buy  both  fides,  and  give  thy  Country  peace.     150 

"  All  this  is  madnefs,"  cries  a  fober  fage  : 
But  who,  my  friend,  has  reafon  in  his  rage? 
•^  The  Ruling  Paffion,  be  it  what  it  will, 
"  The  Ruling  Paffion  conquers  reafon  ftill." 
Lefs  mad  the  wildeft  whimfey  we  can  frame,  155 

Than  even  that  Paffion,  if  it  has  no  Aim ; 
For  though  fuch  motives  Folly  you  may  call. 
The  Folly  's  greater  to  have  none  at  all. 

Hear  then  the  truth :  "  'Tis  Heaven  each  Paffion  fends, 
**  And  different  men  diredls  to  different  ends.  16'J 

**  Extremes  in  Nature  equal  good  produce, 
**  Extremes  in  Man  concur  to  general  ufe." 
Aik  we  what  makes  one  keep,  and  one  beflow? 
That  Power  who  bids  the  ocean  ebb  and  flow. 
Bids  fsed-time,  harvell,  equal  courfe  maintain,         165 
Through  reconcil'd  extremes  of  drought  and  rain. 
Builds  Life  on  Death,  on  Change  Duration  founds. 
And  gives  th'  eternal  wheels  to  knov/  their  roands. 

Riches,  like  infeifls,  when  conceal'd  they  lie. 
Wait  but  for  wings,  and  in  their  feafon  fly.  17^ 

Who  fees  pale  Mammon  pine  amidft  his  flore. 
Sees  but  a  backward  Reward  for  the  Poor; 
THs  year  a  Refervoir,  to  keep  and  fpare ; 
The  next,  a  Fountain,  fpouting  through  his  Heir, 
In  lavifh  ftreams  to  quench  a  Country's  thirfl,         17^ 
And  men  and  dogs  ftiall  drink  him  till  they  burfl. 

Old  Cotta  fham'd  his  fortune  and  his  birth. 
Yet  v/as  not  Cotta  void  of  wit  or  worth : 

What 
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What  though  (the  ufe  of  barbarous  fplts  forgot) 
His  kitchen  vied  in  coolnefs  with  his  grot  ?  1 8o 

His  court  with  nettles,  moats  with  creffes  ftor'd. 
With  foups  unbought  and  fallads  blefs'd  his  board? 
If  Cotta  Hv'd  on  pulfe,  it  was  no  more 
Than  Bramins,  Saints,  and  Sages  did  before; 
To  cram  the  rich,  was  prodigal  expence,  1S5 

And  who  would  take  the  Poor  from  Providence  ? 
Like  fome  lone  Chartreux  Hands  the  good  old  Hall, 
Silence  without,  and  fafls  within  the  wall; 
No  rafter'd  roofs  with  dance  and  tabor  found. 
No  noontide  bell  invites  the  country  round  :  190 

Tenants  with  fighs  the  fmoaklefs  towers  furvey. 
And  turn  th'  unwilling  fteeds  another  way  : 
Benighted  wanderers,  the  forell  o'er, 
Curfe  the  fav'd  candle,  and  unopening  door; 
While  the  gaunt  maftifF,  growling  at  the  gate,         195, 
Affrights  the  beggar  whom  he  longs  to  eat. 
Not  fo  his  Son :  he  mark'd  this  overfight. 
And  then  miftook  reverfe  of  wrong  for  right. 
(For  what  to  fhun,  will  no  great  knowledge  need; 
But  what  to  follow,  is  a  tafk  indeed.)  2,&0 

Yet  fure,  of  qualities  deferving  praife. 
More  go  to  ruin  Fortunes,  than  to  raife. 
What  flaughter'd  hecatombs,  what  floods  of  wln^ 
Fill  the  capacious  'Squire,  and  deep  Divine ! 
Yet  no  mean  motives  this  profufion  draws,  205 

His  oxen,  pcriih  in  his  country's  caufe; 
Tis  George  and  Liberty  that  crowns  the  cup. 
And  Z«al  for  that  great  Houfe  which  eats  him  up. 

Thff 
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The  woods  recede  around  the  naked  feat. 
The  Sylvans  groan — no  matter — for  the  Fleet:       210 
Next  goes  his  Wool — to  clothe  our  valiant  bands  : 
Laft,  for  his  Country's  love,  he  fells  his  Lands. 
To  town  he  comes,  completes  the  nation's  hope. 
And  heads  the  bold  Train-bands,,  and  burns  a  Pope. 
And  fhall  not  Britain  now  reward  his  toils,  2 1 5 

Britain,  that  pays  her  Patriots  with  her  Spoils  ? 
In  vain  at  Court  die  Bankrupt  pleads  his  caufe. 
His  thanklefs  Country  leaves  him  to  her  Laws. 

The  Senfe  to  value  Riches,  with  the  Art 
T'  enjoy  them,  and  the  Virtue  to  impart,  220 

Not  meanly,  nor  ambitiouHy  purfued. 
Not  funk  by  floth,  not  rais'd  by  fervitude; 
To  balance  Fortune  by  a  juft  expence. 
Join  vwth  Oeconomy,  Magnificence  ; 
With  Splendor,  Charity;  with  Plenty,  Health;        220 
Oh  teach  us,  Bathurft!  yet  unfpoil'd  by  wealth  ! 

Variations. 

After  ver.  218,  in  the  MS. 

Where  one  lean  herring  furnifli'd  Cotts's  board. 
And  nerties  grew,  fit  porridge  for  their  Lord; 
Where  mad  good-nature,  bounty  mifapp'y'd, 
.   In  lavifii  Curio  blaz'd  a  while  and  dy'd  ; 
There  Providence  once  more  fliall  fliift  the  fcene. 
And  ihe-.ving  H — y,  teach  the  golden  mean. 

After  ver.  226,  in  the  MS. 

The  fecret  rare,  which  afBuence  hardly  join'd, 
Which  W — n  loft,  yet  B — y  ne'er  could  find  : 
Still  mifs'd  by  Vice,  and  fcarce.  by  Virtue  hit. 
By  G— 's  gccdnefs,  or  bv  S— 's  wit, 

Tliat 
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That  fecret  rare,  between  th'  extremes  to  move 
Of  mad  Good-nature,  and  of  mean  Self-love. 

B.  To  Worth  or  Want  well-weigli'd,  be  Bounty  given. 
And  eafe,  or  emulate,  the  care  of  Heaven;  230 

(Whofe  meafure  full  o'erflows  on  human  race) 
Mend  Fortune's  fault,  and  juftify  her  grace. 
Wealth  in  the  grofs  is  death,  but  life  diffus'd; 
As  poifon  heals,  in  juft  proportion  us'd: 
In  heaps,  like  Ambergris,  a  flink  it  lies,  235 

Bat  well  difpers'd,  is  incenfe  to  the  Skies. 

P.  Who  flarves  by  Nobles,  or  with  Nobles  eats? 
The  Wretch  that  trufts  them,  and  the  Rogue  that  cheats. 
Is  there  a  Lord,  who  knows  a  chearful  noon 
Without  a  Fiddler,  Flatterer,  or  Buffoon?  240 

Whofe  table.  Wit,  or  modeil  Merit  ihare, 
Un-elbow'd  by  a  Gamefter,  Pimp,  or  Player  ? 
Who  copies  Your's,  or  Oxford's  better  part. 
To  eafe  th'  opprefs'd,  and  raife  the  finking  heart  ? 
Where'er  he  (hines,  oh  Fortune,  gild  the  fcene,       245: 
And  Angels  guard  him  in  the  golden  Mean  ! 
There,  Englilh  Bounty  yet  a  while  may  ftand. 
And  Honour  linger  ere  it  leaves  the  land. 

But  all  our  praifes  v/hy  Hiould  Lords  engrofs? 
Rife,  honefl  Mufe!  and  ling  the  Man  of  Ross:      zzo 


Variat  10  k. 
i\f:er  ver.  250,  in  the  MS, 

Trace  humble  worth  beyond  Sabrlna's  fhore. 
Who  fings  not  himj  oh  may  he  ling  no  more  ! 

FIcas'd 
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Pleas'd  Vaga  echoes  through  her  winding  bounds. 

And  rapid  Severn  hoarfe  applaufe  refounds. 

Who  hung  with  woods  yon  mountain's  fultry  brow  ? 

From  the  dry  rock  who  bade  the  waters  flow  ? 

Not  to  the  fkies  in  ufelefs  columns  toft,  25,5 

Or  in  proud  falls  magniiicently  loft. 

But  clear  and  artlels,  pouring  through  the  plain 

Health  to  the  fick,  and  iblace  to  the  fwain. 

Whofe  Caufeway  parts  the  vale  v^ith  fhady  rows  ? 

Whofe  feats  the  weary  Traveller  repoie  ?  260 

Who  taught  that  heaven-direfted  fpire  to  rife  ? 

*'  The  Man  of  Ross,"  each  lifping  babe  replies^ 

Behold  the  Market-place  with  poor  o'erfpread  ! 

The  Man  of  Ross  divides  the  weekly  bread: 

He  feeds  yon  Alms-houfe,  neat,  but  void  of  ftate,  265 

Where  Age  and  Want  fit  fmiling  at  the  gate ; 

Him  portion'd  maids,  apprentic'd  orphans  bleft. 

The  young  who  labour,  and  the  old  who  reft. 

Is  any  fick?  the  Man  of  Ross  relieves, 

Prefcribes,  attends,  the  medicine  makes,  and  gives.  270 

Is  there  a  variance  ?  enter  but  his  door, 

Balk'd  are  the  Courts,  and  conteft  is  no  more. 

Defpairing  Quacks  with  curfes  fled  the  place. 

And  vile  Attorneys,^  now  an  ufelefs  race. 

B.  Thrice  happy  man !  enabled  to  purfue  275 

What  all  fo  wifh,  but  want  the  power  to  do  ! 
Oh  fay,  what  fums  that  generous  hand  fupply  ? 
What  mines  to  f.vell  that  boundlefs  charity  ? 

P.  Of  Debts  and  Taxes,  Wife  and  Children  clear. 
This  man  poUeft — five  hundred  pounds  a-year.        280 

Blufh, 
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Bladi,  GTandear,  blufh  !  proud  Courts,  withdraw  your 

blaze ! 
Ye  little  Stars !  hide  your  diminilh'd  rays. 

B.  And  what?  no  monument,  infcription,  ftone? 
His  race,  his  form,  his  name  almoft  unknown  ? 

P.  Who  builds  a  Church  to  God,  and  not  to  Fame, 
Will  never  mark  the  marble  with  his  Name : 
Go,  fearch  it  there,  where  to  be  born  and  die. 
Of  rich  and  poor  makes  all  the  hiftory  ; 
Enough,  that  Virtue  fill'd  the  fpace  between  ; 
Pruv'd  by  the  ends  of  being,  to  have  been.  29* 

When  Hopkins  dies,  a  thoufand  lights  attend 
The  wretch,  who  living  fav'd  a  candle's  end ; 
Shouldering  God's  altar  a  vile  image  Hands, 
Belies  his  features,  nay  extends  liis  hands; 
That  live-long  wig,  which  Gorgon's  felf  might  own. 
Eternal  buckle  takes  in  Parian  Hone. 
JBehold  what  bleffings  Wealth  to  life  can  lend  I 
And  fee,  what  comfort  it  affords  our  end. 
In  the  worft  inn's  worft  room,  with  mat  half-hung. 
The  floors  of  plaifter,  and  the  walls  of  dung,  30a 

On  once  a  flock-bed,  but  repair'd  with  Ilraw, 
W-ith  tape-ty'd  curtains,  never  meant  to  draw. 


Variation. 
Ver,  287.     Thus  in  the  MS. 

The  Regifter  inrolls  him  with  his  Poor, 
Tells  he  was  born,  and  dy*d,  and  tells  no  more. 
Juft  as  lie  ought,  he  rilPd  the  Space  between  ; 
Then  ftole  to  rert-,  unheeded  and  unfeen. 

\^0L.  XL VI.  K  The 
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"The  George  and  Garter  dangling  from  that  bed 

Where  tawdry  yellow  ftrove  wirh  dirty  red. 

Great  Villers  lies — alas !  how  chang'd  from  him,    305 

That  life  of  Pleafure,  and  that  foul  of  whim ! 

Gallant  and  gay,  in  Cliveden's  proud  alcove. 

The  bower  of  wanton  Shrewfbury  and  Love; 

Or  juft  as  gay,  at  Council,  in  a  ring 

Of  mimick'd  Statefmen,  and  their  merry  King.        310 

No  Wit  to  flatter,  left  of  ail  his  ftore ! 

No  Fool  to  laugh  at,  which  he  valued  more. 

There,  viftor  of  his  health,  of  fortune,  friends , 

And  Fame ,  this  lord  of  ufelefs  thoufands  ends. 

His  Grace's  fate  fage  Cutler  could  forefee,  315 

And  well  (he  thought)  advis'd  him,  "  Live  like  me  1" 
As  well  his  Grace  reply'd,  "  Like  you.  Sir  John? 
"  That  I  can  do,  when  all  I  have  is  gone." 
Refolve  me,  Reafon,  which  of  thefe  are  worfe. 
Want  with  a  full,  or  with  an  empty  purfe?  32® 

Thy  life  more  wretched.  Cutler,  was  confefs'd, 
Arife,  and  tell  me,  was  thy  death  more  blefs'd? 
Cutler  faw  tenants  break,  and  houfes  fall. 
For  very  want ;  he  could  not  build  a  wall. 
His  only  daughter  in  a  ftranger's  power,  32^ 

For  very  want ;  he  could  not  pay  a  dower. 
A  few  grey  hairs  his  reverend  temples  crown'd, 
'Twas  very  want  that  fold  them  for  two  pound. 
What!  even  deny'd  a  cordial  at  his  end, 
Banifh'd  the  Doctor,  and  expell'd  the  friend  ?  33^ 

What  but  a  want,  which  you  perhaps  think  mad. 
Yet  numbers  feel,  the  want  of  what  he  had  ! 

Cutler 
i 
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Cutler  and  Brutus  dying,  both  exclaim, 

'*  Virtue  !  and  Wealth !  what  are  ye  but  a  name!" 

Say,  for  fuch  worth  are  other  worlds  prepar'd?  335 
Or  are  they  both,  in  this,  their  own  reward  ? 
A  knotty  point !  to  which  we  now  proceed. 
But  you  are  tir'd — I  '11  tell  a  tale — B.  Agreed. 

P.  Where  London's  column,  pointing  at  the  ikies 
Like  a  tall  bully,  lifts  the  head,  and  lies;  340 

There  dwelt  a  Citizen  of  fober  fame, 
A  plain  good  man,  and  Balaam  was  his  name; 
Religious,  punftual,  frugal,  and  fo  forth ; 
His  word  would  pafs  for  more  than  he  was  worth. 
One  folid  difh  his  week-day  meal  affords,  345 

An  added  pudding  folemniz'd  the  Lord's: 
•Conftant  at  Church,  and  Change ;  his  gains  were  fure. 
His  givings  rare,  fave  farthings  to  the  poor. 

The  Devil  was  piqu'd  fuch  faintihip  to  behold. 
And  long'd  to  tempt  him,  hke  good  Job  of  old ;     350 
But  Satan  now  is  wifer  than  of  yore, 
And  tempts  by  making  rich,  not  making  poor. 

Rouz'd  by  the  Prince  of  Air,  the  whirlwinds  fweep 
The  furge,  and  plunge  his  father  in  the  deep ; 
Then  fall  againft  his  Cornilli  lands  they  roar,  355 

And  two  rich  fhipwrecks  blefs  the  lucky  (hore. 

Sir  Balaam  now,  he  lives  like  other  folks, 
He  takes  his  chirping  pint,  and  cracks  his  jokes : 

Variation. 
Ver.  337.     In  the  former  Editions, 

That  knotty  point,  my  Lord,  fliall  1  difcufs, 
Or  tell  a  tale  r—A  Tale— It  follows  thus. 

K  2  "  Live 
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"  Live  like  yourfelf,"  was  foon  my  Lady's  word; 
And  lo !  two  puddings  fmoak'd  upon  the  board.      360 

Afleep  and  naked  as  an  Indian  lay. 
An  honeft  faftor  ftole  a  Gem  away : 
He  pledg'd  it  to  the  knight,  the  knight  had  wit. 
So  kept  the  Diamond,  and  the  rogue  was  bit. 
Some  fcruple  rofe,  but  thus  he  eas'd  his  thought,     365 
*'  I  '11  now  give  fixpence  where  I  gave  a  groat; 
"  Where  once  I  went  to  church,  I  '11  now  go  twice — 
*'  And  am  fo  clear  too  of  all  other  vice." 

The  Tempter  faw  his  time :  the  work  he  ply'd ; 
Stocks  and  Subfcriptions  pour  on  every  fide,  370 

Till  all  the  Da;mon  makes  his  full  defcent 
In  one  abuudant  fhovver  of  Cent  per  Cent, 
Sinks  deep  within  him,  and  pofleffes  whole. 
Then  dubs  Diredlor,  and  fecures  his  foul. 

Behold  Sir  Balaam,  now  a  man  of  fpirit,  375 

Afcribes  his  gettings  to  his  parts  and  merit; 
What  late  he  call'd  a  Bleffing,  now  was  Wit, 
And  God's  g;ood  Providence,  a  lucky  Hit. 
Things  change  their  titles,  as  our  manners  turn : 
His  Compting-houfe  employ'd  the  Sunday-morn:    380 
Seldom  at  Church,  ('twas  fuch  a  bufy  life) 
But  duly  fent  his  family  and  wife. 
There  (fo  the  Devil  ordain'd)  one  Chrillmas-tide 
My  good  old  Lady  catch'd  a  cold,  and  dy'd. 

A  Nymph  of  Quality  admires  our  Knight;  385 

He  marries,  bows  at  Court,  and  grows  polite : 
Leaves  the  dull  Cits,  and  joins  (to  pleafe  the  Fair) 
The  well-bred  cuckolds  in  St.  James's  air; 

Firft, 
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Firft,  for  his  Son  a  gay  CommifTion  buys. 

Who  drinks,  whores,  fights,  and  in  a  duel  dies :       390 

His  Daughter  flaunts  a  Vifcount's  tawdry  wife; 

She  bears  a  Coronet  and  P — x  for  life. 

In  Britain's  Senate  he  a  feat  obtains. 

And  one  more  Penfioner  St.  Stephen  gains. 

My  Lady  falls  to  play  :  fo  bad  her  chance,  3,95 

He-  mufl  repair  it ;  takes  a  bribe  from  France ; 

The  Houfe  impeach  him,  Coningfby  harangues; 

The  Court  forfake  him,  and  Sir  Balaam  hangs : 

Wife,  fon,  and  daughter,  Satan !  are  thy  own. 

His  wealth,  yet  dearer,  forfeit  to  the  Crown:  4C0 

The  Devil  and  the  King  divide  the  prize. 

And  fad  Sir  Balaam  cui-fes  God  and  dies. 
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MORAL      ESSAYS. 
EPISTLE       IV. 

TO 

Richard  Boyle,   Earl  of  Burlington. 

ARGUMENT. 
Of  the  Ufe  of  Riches. 

THE  Vanity  of  Expence  in  People  of  Wealth  and 
Quality.  The  abufe  of  the  word  Tafte,  ver.  13, 
That  the  firfl  principle  and  foundation  in  this,  as  in 
every  thing  elfe,  is  Good  Senfe,  ver.  40.  The  chief 
proof  of  it  is  to  fellow  Nature,  even  in  works  of  mere 
Luxury  and  Elegance.  Inflanced  in  Architedure 
and  Gardening,  where  all  muil:  be  adapted  to  the  Ge- 
nius and  Ufe  of  the  Place,  and  the  Beauties  not  forced 
into  it,  but  refulting  from  it,  ver.  50.  How  men  are 
difappointed  in  their  moft  expenfive  undertakings,  for 
want  of  this  true  Foundation,  without  which  nothing 
can  pleafe  long,  if  at  all;  and  the  befl  Examples  and 
Rules  will  be  but  perverted  into  fomething  burden- 
fome  and  ridiculous,  ver.  65,  &c.  to  92.  Adefcrip- 
tion  of  the  falfe  Tafte  of  Magnificence ;  the  firll:  grand 
error  of  which  is,  to  imagine  that  Greatnefs  confiils  in 
the  Size  and  Dimenfion,  infteai  of  the  Proportion  and 
Harmony  of  the  whole,  ver.  97.  and  the  fecond,  either 
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in  joining  together  Parts  incoherent,  or  too  minutely 
refembling,  or  in  the  R.epetition  of  the  fame  too  fre- 
quently, ver.  105,  &c.  A  word  or  two  of  falfe  Talle 
in  Books,  in  Mufic,  in  Painting,  even  in  Preaching 
and  Prayer,  and  lallly  in  Entertainments,  ver.  133, 
&c.  YetPaoviDENCE  is  juftiiied  in  giving  Wealth 
to  be  fquandered  in  this  manner,  fmce  it  is  difperfed 
tothePoor  and  Laborious  part  of  mankind,  ver.  169. 
[recurring  to  what  is  laid  down  in  the  firft  Book,. 
Ep.ii.  and  in  the  Epiftle  preceding  this,  ver.  159,  &c.] 
What  are  the  proper  objefts  of  Magnificence,  and  a 
proper  field  for  the  Expence  of  Great  Men,  ver.  177, 
&c.  and  finally  the  Great  and  Public  Works  which 
become  a  Prince,  ver.  191,  to  the  end. 
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EPISTLE        IV. 

THE  extremes  of  Avarice  and  Profufion  being  treated 
of  in  the  foregoing  Epillle ;  this  takes  up  one  parii- 
cular  branch  of  the  latter,  the  Vanity  of  Expence  in 
people  of  wealth  and  quality ;  and  is  therefore  a  co- 
rollary to  the  preceding,  juft  as  the  Epiflle  on  the  Cha- 
rafters  of  Women  is  to  that  of  the  Knowledge  and 
Charafters  of  Men.  It  is  equally  remarkable  for 
exactnefs  of  method  with  the  refl.  But  the  nature 
of  the  fubjed,  which  is  lefs  phiiofophical,  makes  it 
capable  of  being  analyzed  in  a  much  narrower  com- 
pafs. 

jry^IS  ftrange,  the  Mifer  fhould  his  Cares  employ 

JL      To  gain  thofe  riches  he  can  ne'er  enjoy : 
Is  it  lefs  ftrange,  the  Prodigal  Ihculd  wafte 
His  wealth,  to  purchafe  what  he  ne'er  can  tafte? 
Not  for  himfeif  he  fees,  or  hears,  or  eats ;  5 

Artifts  mull  choofe  his  Piftures,  Mufic,  Meats : 
He  buys  for  Topham  Drawings  and  Defigns; 
For  Pembroke  Statues,  dirty  Gods,  and  Coins; 
Rare  monkifti  Manufcripts  for  Hearne  alone. 
And  Books  for  Mead,  and  Butterflies  for  Slcane,       10 
Think  we  ail  thefe  are  for  himfeif?  no  more 
Than  his  fine  Wife,  alas!  or  finer  Whore. 

For  what  has  Virro  painted,  built,  and  planted.? 
Only  to  Ihew,  how  many  taftes  he  wanted. 
What  brought  Sir  Viflo's  i!l-got  wealth  to  wafle  ?      15 
iSome  Dsmon  whifper'd,  *'  Vifto!  have  a  Tafte." 

Heaves 
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Heaven  vifits  with  a  Tafte  the  weahhy  Fool,. 

And  needs  no  Rod  but  Ripley  with  a  Rule. 

See !  fportive  Fate,  to  punifli  aukward  pride. 

Bids  Bubo  build,  and  fends  him  fuch  a  Guide :  20 

A  ftanding  fermon,  at  each  year's  expence, 

That  never  Coxcomb  reach'd  magnificence  ! 

You  fliow  us,  Rome  was  glorious,  not  profufci 
And  pompous  buildings  once  v/ere  things  of  Ufe. 
Yet  fhall  (my  Lord)  your  jufl,  your  noble  rules         25 
Fill  half  the  land  with  imitating  Fools ; 
Who  random  drawings  from  your  fheets  fhall  take,. 
And  of  one  beauty  many  blunders  make; 
Load  fome  vain  Church  with  old  Theatric  Hate, 
Turn  Arts  of  triumph  to  a  Garden-gate;  3a 

Reverfe  your  ornaments,  and  hang  them  all 
On  fome  patch'd  dog-hole  ek'd  with  ends  of  wall; 
Then  clap  four  flices  of  Pilalter  on  't. 
That,  lac'd  with  bits  of  ruftic,  makes  a  Front. 
Shall  call  the  winds  through  long  arcades  to  roar,     35 
Proud  to  catch  cold  at  a  Venetian  door; 
Confcious  they  ad  a  true  Palladian  part. 
And  if  they  ftarve,  they  ftarve  by  rules  of  art. 

Oft  have  you  hinted  to  your  brother  Peer, 
A  certain  truth,  which  many  buy  too  dear ;  40 

Variation. 
After  ver.  az,  in  the  MS. 

Muft  Bifhops,  Lawyers,  Statefmen,  have  the  Jk'ill 
To  build,  to  plant,  judge  paintings,  what  you  will  ? 
Th«n  why  not  Kent  as  well  our  treaties  draw, 
Bridgman  explain  the  Go%el,  Gibbs  the  Law  ? 

Some* 
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Something  there  is  more  needful  than  Expence, 
And  fomcthing  previous  ev'n  to  Tafte — 'tis  Senfe  r 
Good  Senfe,  which  only  is  the  gift  of  Heaven, 
And,  though  no  Science,  fairly  worth  the  feven: 
A  Light,  which  in  yourfelf  you  mull  perceive ;  45 

Jones  and  Le  Notre  have  it  not  to  give. 

To  build,  to  plant,  whatever  you  intend. 
To  rear  the  Column,  or  the  arch  to  bend. 
To  fwell  the  Terras,  or  to  fmk  the  Grot; 
In  all,  let  Nature  never  be  forgot.  £0 

But  treat  the  Goddefs  like  a  modeft  fair^ 
Nor  over-drefs,  nor  leave  her  wholly  bare; 
Let  not  each  beauty  every  where  be  fpy'd. 
Where  half  the  fkill  is  decently  to  hide. 
He  gains  all  points,  who  pleafmgly  confounds,  55 

Surprizes,  varies,  and  conceals  the  Bounds. 

Confult  the  Genius  of  the  Place  in  all; 
That  tells  the  Waters  or  to  rife,  or  fall ; 
Or  helps  th'  ambitious  Hill  the  heavens  to  fcale. 
Or  fcoops  in  circling  theatres  the  Vale ;  6© 

Calls-in  the  country,  catches  opening  glades. 
Joins  willing  woods,  and  varies  fhades  from  (hades ; 
Now  breaks,  or  now  direfts  th'  intending  Lines; 
Paints  as  you  plant,  and,  as  you  work,  defigns. 

Still  follow  Senfe,  of  every  Art  the  Soul,  65 

Parts  anfvvering  parts  Ihall  flide  into  a  whole. 
Spontaneous  beauties  all  around  advance. 
Start  ev'n  from  Difficuky,  ftrike  from  Chance ; 
Nature  Ilia)!  '''in  you;  Time  fltiil  make  it  grow 
A  Work  to  wonder  at— perhaps  a  Stow.  70 

Without 
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Without  it,  proud  Verfailles !  thy  glory  falls ; 
And  Nero's  Terraces  defert  their  walls : 
The  vaft  Parterres  a  thoufand  hands  fhall  make, 
Lo!  Cobham  comes,  and  floats  them  with  a  Lake: 
Or  cut  wide  views  through  mountains  to  the  Plain,    75, 
You  '11  wifh  your  hill  or  fhelter'd  feat  again. 
Ev'n  in  an  ornament  its  place  remark,. 
Nor  in  an  Hermitage  fet  Dr.  Clarke. 
Behold  Villario's  ten  years  toil  complete; 
His  Quincunx  darkens,  his  Efpaliers  meet;  80 

The  wood  fupports  the  Plain,  the  parts  unite. 
And  ftrength  of  Shade  contends  with  ftrength  of  Light; 
A  waving  Glow  the  bloomy  beds  difplay, 
Elufhing  in  bright  diverfities  of  day. 
With  fiiver-quivering  rills  mosander'd  o'er—  85 

Enjoy  them,  you !  Villario  can  no  more ; 
Tir'd  of  the  fcene  Parterres  and  Fountains  yield. 
He  finds  at  lail:  he  better  likes  a  Field. 

Through  his  young  Woods  how  pleas'd  Sabinus  ftray'd. 
Or  fate  delighted  in  the  thickening  fliade,  9» 

With  annual  joy  the  reddening  flioots  to  greet. 
Or  fee  the  ftretching  branches  long  to  meet  I 
His  Son's  fine  Tafle  an  opener  Villa  loves. 
Foe  to  the  Dryads  of  his  Father's  groves  ; 
One  botmdiefs  Green,  or  flourifn'd  Carpet  views,     95 
With  all  the  m.ournful  family  of  Yews  : 
The  thriving  plants  ignoble  broomfticks  made. 
Now  fweep  thofe  /illeys  ,they  were  born  to  fhade. 

At  Timon's  Villa  let  us  pafs  a  day. 
Where  all  cry  out,  «*  What  fums  are  thrown  away!'* 

So 
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So  proud,  fo  grand ;  of  that  ftupendous  air. 

Soft  and  Agreeable  come  never  there. 

Greatnefs,  with  Timon,  dwells  in  fuch  a  draught 

As  brings  all  Brobdignag  before  your  thought. 

To  corapafs  this,  his  Building  is  a  Town,  105 

His  pond  an  Ocean,  his  parterre  a  Down  : 

Who  but  muft  laugh,  the  Mafter  when  he  fees, 

A  puny  infedl,  (hivering  at  a  breeze  ! 

Lo,  what  huge  heaps  of  Uttlenefs  around ! 

The  whole,  a  labour'd  Quarry  above  ground,  1 10 

Two  Cupids  fquirt  before :  a  I<ake  behind 

Improves  the  keennefs  of  the  Northern  wind. 

His  Gardens  next  your  admiration  call. 

On  every  fide  you  look,  behold  the  Wall ! 

No  pleafing. Intricacies  intervene,  115 

No  artful  Wildnefs  to  perplex  the  fcene ; 

Grove  nods  at  grove,  each  Alley  has  a  brother. 

And  half  the  platform  jult  reflefts  the  other. 

The  fjftering  eye  inverted  Nature  fees. 

Trees  cut  to  Statues,  Statues  thick  as  trees;  120. 

With  here  a  Fountain,  never  to  be  play.'d ; 

And  there  a  Summer-houfe  that  knows  no  fhade;- 

Here  Amphitrite  fails  through  myrde  bowers; 

There  Gladiators  iight,  or  die  in  flowers ; 

Unwater'd  fee  the  drooping  fea-horfe  mourn,  125 

And  fwallows  rooft  in  Nilus'  dufty  Urn. 
My  Lord  advances  with  majeflic  mien, 

Smit  with  the  mighty  pleafure  to  be  feen : 

But  fofc — by  regular  approach — not  yet— 

Fiiit  through  the  length  of  yon  hot  Terrace  fweat ;  1 3» 

And 
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And  when  up  ten  fteep  Hopes  you  've  dragg'dyour  thighs, 
Juft  at  his  Study-door  he  '11  blefs  your  eyes. 

His  Study  !  with  what  Authors  is  it  ftor'd  ? 
In  Books,  not  Authors,  curious  is  my  Lord ; 
To  all  their  dated  backs  he  turns  you  round;  13^ 

Thefe  Aldus  printed,  tho-fe  Du  Sueil  has  bound. 
Lo,  fome  are  Vellom,  and  the  reft  as  good 
For  all  his  Lordfliip  knows,  but  they  are  Wood. 
For  Locke  or  Milton,  'tis  in  vain  to  look, 
Thefe  fhelves  admit  not  any  modern  book.  140 

And  now  the  Chapel's  filver  bell  you  hear. 
That  fummons  you  to  all  the  Pride  of  Prayer  : 
Light  quirks  of  Mufic,  broken  and  uneven. 
Make  the  foul  dance  upon  a  jig  to  Heaven. 
On  painted  Cielings  you  devoutly  ftare,  145 

Where  fprawl  the  Saints  of  Verrio  or  Laguerre, 
Or  gilded  clouds  in  fair  expanfion  lie. 
And  bring  all  Paradife  before  your  eye. 
To  reft,  the  Cufliion  and  fofc  Dean  invite. 
Who  never  mentions  Hell  to  ears  polite.  150 

But  hark!  the  chiming  Clocks  to  dinner  call; 
A  hundred  footileps  fcrape  the  marble  Hall : 
The  rich  Buffet  well-colour'd  Serpents  grace. 
And  gaping  Tritons  fpew  to  wafh  your  face. 
Is  this  a  dinner  ?  this  a  genial  room?  155 

No,  'tis  a  Temple,  and  a  Hecatomb. 
A  folemn  Sacrifice  perform'd  in  ftate. 
You  drink  by  meafure,  and  to  minutes  eat. 
So  quick  retires  each  flying  courfe,  you  'd  fwear 
Sancho's  dread  Do(aor  and  his  Wand  were  there.    1  So 

Between 
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"Between  each  A£t  the  trembling  falvers  ring. 

Prom  foup  to  fweet-wine,  and  God  blefs  the  King. 

In  plenty  flarving,  tantaliz'd  in  Hate, 

And  complaifantly  help'd  to  all  I  hate. 

Treated,  carefs'd,  and  tir'd,  I  take  my  leave,  165 

.Sick  of  his  civil  pride  from  morn  to  eve  ; 

I  curfe  fuch  lavifh  coil,  and  little  fkill. 

And  fvvear  no  day  was  ever  paft  fo  ill. 

Yet  hence  the  Poor  are  cloath'd,  the  Hungry  fed  ; 
Health  to  himfelf,  and  to  his  infants  bread,  170 

The  Labourer  bears :  What  his  hard  Heart  denies. 
His  charitable  Vanity  fupplies. 

Another  Age  fhall  fee  the  golden  Ear 
Imbrown  the  Slope,  and  nod  on  the  Parterre, 
Deep  Harveft  bury  all  his  pride  has  plann'd,  1 7^ 

And  laughing  Ceres  re-affume  the  land. 

Who  then  fliall  grace,  or  who  improve  the  Soil  ? 
Who  plants  like  Bathurft,  or  who  builds  like  Boyle. 
*Tis  Ufe  alone  that  fanftifies  Expence, 
And  Splendor  borrows  all  her  rays  from  Senfe.        iS® 

His  Father's  Acres  who  enjoys  in  peace. 
Or  makes  his  Neighbours  glad,  if  he  increafe: 
Whofe  chearful  Tenants  blefs  their  yearly  toil. 
Yet  to  their  Lord  owe  more  than  to  the  foil ; 
Whofe  ample  Lawns  are  not  afliam'd  to  feed  1 85 

The  milky  heifer  and  deferving  fteed ; 
Whofe  rifmg  forefts,  not  for  pride  or  Ihow, 
But  future  Buildings,  future  Navies,  grow: 
Let  his  plantations  (Iretch  from  down  to  down, 
Firft  fhade  a  Country,  and  then  raife  a  Town.        19© 

Yoa 
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You  too  proceed!  make  falling  Arts  your  care, 
Ered  new  wonders,  and  the  old  repair  j 
Jones  and  Palladio  to  themfelves  reftore. 
And  be  whate'er  Vitruvius  was  before : 
Till  Ivings  call  forth  th'  Ideas  of  your  mind, 
(Proud  to  accomplifli  what  fuch  hands  defign'd) 
Bid  Harbours  open,  public  Ways  extend. 
Bid  Temples  worthier  of  the  God  afcend; 
Bid  the  Broad  Arch  the  dangerous  flood  contain. 
The  Mole  projefted  break  the  roaring  Main ; 
Back  to  his  bounds  their  fubjeft  fea  command. 
And  roll  obedient  Rivers  through  the  Land ; 
Thefe  Honours,  Peace  to  Flappy  Britain  brings; 
Thefe  are  Imperial  Works,  and  worthy  Kings. 
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MORAL       ESSAYS,. 

EPISTLE        v.. 

TO    MR.    ADDISON, 

Occafloned  by  his  Dialogues  on  Medals. 

THIS  was  originally  written  in  the  year  1715,  when 
Mr.  Addifon  intended  to  publifh  his  book  of  Medals.; 
it  was  fome  time  before  he  was  Secretary  of  State; 
but  not  publiflied  till  Mr.  Tickell's  Edition  of  his 
works;  at  which  time  the  verfes  on  Mr.  Craggs, 
which  conclude  the  poem,  were  added,  viz.  in  1720. 
As  the  third  Epiille  treated  of  the  extremes  of  Ava- 
rice and  Profufion ;  and  the  fourth  took  up  one  par- 
ticular branch  of  the  latter,  namely,  the  Vanity  of 
Expence  in  people  of  wealth  and  quality,  and  was 
therefore  a  corollary  to  the  third;  fo  this  treats  of  one 
circumftance  of  that  Vanity,  as  it  appears  in  the  com- 
mon colleftors  of  old  coins ;  and  is,  therefore,  a  co- 
rollary to  the  fourth. 

SE  E  the  wild  V/afte  of  all-devonring  years ! 
How  Rome  her  own  fad  fepulchre  appears. 
With  nodding  arches,  broken  temples  fpread ! 
The  very  Tombs  now  vanifh'd  like  their  dead ; 
Imperial  wonders  rais'd  on  Nations  fpoii'd,  r 

Where  mix'd  with  Slaves  the  groaning  Martyr  toil'd : 
Huge  Theatres,  that  now  unpeopled  Woods, 
Now  drain'd  a  difcant  country  of  her  Floods : 

•Fanes, 
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Fanes,  which  admiring  Gods  with  pride  furvey ; 

Statues  of  Men,  fcarce  lefs  alive  than  they  !  10 

Some  felt  the  filent  llroke  of  mouldering  age. 

Some  hoftile  fury,  feme  religious  rage. 

Barbarian  blindnefs,  Chriftian  zeal  confpire, 

And  Papal  piety,  and  Gothic  fire. 

Perhaps,  by  its  own  ruins  fav'd  from  flame,  l^ 

Some  bury'd  marble  half  preferves  a  name ; 

That  Name  the  Learn'd  with  fierce  dlfputes  purfue. 

And  give  to  Titus  old  Vefpafian's  due. 

Ambition  figh'd :  (he  found  it  vain  to  trufl: 
The  faithlcfs  Column  and  the  crumbling  Buil: :  20 

Huge  moles,  whofe  fhadow  ftretch'd  from  fliore  to  fhore. 
Their  ruins  perifh-d,  and  their  place  no  more ! 
Convinc'd  (he  now  contracts  her  vafl  defig n, . 
And  all  her  Triumphs  fhrink  into  a  Coin. 
A  narrow  orb  each  crouded  conqueft  keeps,  .  25 

Beneath  her  Palm  here  fad  Judea  weeps. 
Now  fcantier  limits  the  proud  Arch  confine,  . 
And  fcarce  are  feen  the  prollrate  Nile  or  Rhine ; 
A  fmall  Euphrates  through  the  piece  is  roU'd, 
And  littles  Eagles  wave  their  wings  in  gold.  30 

The  Medal,  faithful  to  its  charge  of  fame. 
Through  climes  and  ages  bears  each  form  and  name : 
In  one  fliort  view  fubjefted  to  our  eye 
Gods,  Emperors,  Heroes,  Sages,  Beauties,  lie. 
With  i'harpen'd  light  pale  Antiquaries  pore,  3^ 

Th'  ini'crip.ion  value,  but  the  rufl:  adore. 
This  the  blue  varnilh,  tliat  the  green  endears, 
The  facrcd  ruft  of  twice  ten  hundred  years ! 

Vol.  XL VI.  L  To 
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To  gain  Pefcennius  one  employs  his  Schemes, 

One  grafps  a  Cecrops  in  extatic  dreams.  40 

Poor  Vadius,  long  with  learned  fpleen  devour'd, 

Can  tafte  no  pleafure  fince  his  Shield  was  fcour'd : 

And  Curio,  reftlefs  by  the  Fair-one's  fide. 

Sighs  for  an  Otho,  and  neglects  his  bride. 

Theirs  is  the  Vanity,  the  Learning  thine :  45- 

Tcuch'd  by  thy  hand,  again  Rome's  glories  lliine : 
Her  Gods  and  godlike  Heroes  rife  to  view. 
And  all  her  faded  garlands  bloom  anew. 
Nor  blufli,  thefe  ftudies  thy  regard  engage  j 
Thefe  pleas'd  the  fathers  of  poetic  rage:  50 

The  verfe  and  fculpture  bore  an  equal  part. 
And  Art  refledled  images  to  Art. 

Oh,  when  fnall  Britain,  confcious  of  her  claim,. 
Stand  emulous  of  Greek  and  Roman  fame  ? 
In  living  medals  fee  her  wars  enroll'd,  5  j 

And  vanquifh'd  realms  fupply  recording  gold  ? 
Here,  rifmg  bold,  the  Patriot's  boneft  face ; 
There,  Warriors  frowning  in  hiftoric  brafs : 
Then  future  ages  with  delight  lliall  fee 
*IOw  Plato's,  Bacon's,  Newton's  looks  agree;  60 

Or  in  fair  feries  laurel'd  Bards  be  fhown, 
A  Virgil  there,  and  here  an  Addifon. 
Then  fhall  thy  Craggs  (and  let  me  call  lum  mine) 
On  the  caft  ore,  another  Polllo,  fliine : 
With  afpeft  open  fhall  ereft  his  head,  65 

And  round  the  orb  in  lafting  notes  be  read, 
"  Statefman,  yet  friend  to  Truth!  of  foul  fincere, 
"  In  adion  faithful,  and  in  honour  clear; 
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*'  Who  broke  no  promife,  ferv'd  no  private  end, 

"  Who  gain'd  no  title,  and  who  loft  no  friend ;     '     70 

**  Ennobled  by  himfelf,  by  all  approv'd, 

**  And  prais'd,  unenvy'd,  by  the  Mufe  he  lov'd." 
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EPISTLE   TO   Dr.   ARBUTHNOTt 

BEING    THE 

PROLOGUE 

T  O    T  H  E 

SATIRES. 


ADVERTISEMENT 

T  O 

The  firft  publication  of  this  Epillle. 

THIS  paper  is  a  fort  of  bill  of  complaint,  begun, 
many  years  fmce,  and  drawn  up  by  fnatches,  as 
the  feveral  occalions  ofrered.  I  had  no  thoughts  of 
pubh  filing  it,  till  it  pleafed  fome  perfons  of  Rank  and 
Fortune  [the  Authors  of  Verfes  to  the  Imitator  of  Ho- 
race, and  of  an  E'piftle  to  a  Doftor  of  Divinity  from  a 
Nobleman  at  Hampton-Court]  to  attack,  in  a  very 
extraordinary  manner,  not  only  my  Writings  (of 
v.'liich,  being  public,  the  PubUc  is  judge)  but  my 
Perfon,  Morals,  and  Family,  whereof,  to  thofe  who 
knov/  me  not,  a  truer  information  may  be  requifite. 
Being  divided  between  the  neceffity  to  fay  fomething 
of  myfelf,  and  my  own  lazinefs  to  undertake  fo  auk- 
ward  a  tafu,  I  thought  it  the  fliortcfl:  way  to  put  the 
lafl  hand  to  this  Epiftle.     If  it  have  any  thing  pleafmg, 

it 
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it  will  be  that  by  which  I  am  moil  defirous  to  pleafe, 
the  Truth  and  the  Sentiment;  and  if  any  thing  ofFen- 
nve,  it  will  be  only  to  thofe  I  am  leafl  forry  to  ofFend, 
the  vicious  or  the  ungenerous. 

Many  will  know  their  own  piftures  in  it,  there 
being  not  a  circumftance  but  what  is  true :  but  I  have, 
for  the' moll  part,  fpared  their  Names ;  and  they  may 
efcape  being  laughed  at,  if  they  pleafe. 

I  would  have  fome  of  them  to  know,  it  was  owing  to 
the  requeft  of  the  learned  and  candid  Friend  to  whom 
it  is  infcribed,  that  I  make  not  as  free  Ufe  of  theirs  as 
they  have  done  of  mine.  However,  I  Ihall  have  tins 
advantage,  and  honour,  on  my  fide,  that  whereas,  by 
thesr  proceeding,  any  abufe  may  be  diredled  at  any 
man,  no  injury  can  pofilbly  be  done  by  mine,  fince  a 
ramelefs  Charafter  can  never  be  found  cut,  but  by  its 
truth  and  likenefs. 


P.  QHUT,  (hut  the  door,  good  John  !  fatigu'd  I  faid, 
O  Tye  up  the  knocker,  fay  I  'm  Tick,  I'm  dead. 

Tne  Dog-Ilar  rages !  nay,  'tis  pafl  a  dcubt. 

All  Bedlam,  or  ParnafTus,  is  let  out : 

Fire  in  each  eye,  and  papers  in  each  hand,  c 

They  rave,  recite,  and  madden  round  the  land. 

What  walls  can  guard  me,  or  what  fliades  can  hide  ? 

They  pierce  my  thickets,  through  my  Grot  they  glide. 

By  land,  by  water,  they' renew  the  charge  ; 

They  flop  the  chariot,  and  they  board  the  barge.      10 

No  place  is  facrfed,  not  the  Church  is  free, 

Ev'n  Sunday  fliines  no  Sabbath-day  to  me; 

L  3  Then 
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Then  from  the  Mint  walks  forth  the  man  of  rhyme, 
Happy  I  to  catch  me,  juft  at  Dinner-time. 

Is  there  a  Parfon,  much  bemus'd  in  beer,  j^ 

A  maudUn  Poetefs,  a  rhyming  Peer, 
A  Slerk,  foredoom'd  his  father's  foul  to  crofs. 
Who  pens  a  Stanza,  when  he  fhould  engrofs  ? 
Is  there,  who,  lock'd  from  ink  and  paper,  fcrswis 
With  defperate  charcoal  round  his  darken'd  walls  ?    20 
All  fly  to  Twit'nam,  and  in  humble  ftrain 
Apply  to  me,  to  keep  them  mad  or  vain. 
Arthur,  whofe  giddy  fon  negleds  the  Laws, 
Imputes  to  me  and  my  damn'd  works  the  caufe : 
Poor  Cornus  fees  his  frantic  wife  elope,  25 

And  curfes  Wit,  and  Poetry,  and  Pope. 

Friend  to  my  Life !  (which  did  you  not  prolong. 
The  world  had  wanted  many  an  idle  fong) 
What  Drop  or  Noftrum  can  this  plague  remove? 
Or  which  muft  end  me,  a  Fool's  wrath  or  love  ?        30 
A  dire  dilemma !  either  way  I  'm  fped ; 
If  foes,  they  write,  if  friends,  they  read  me  dead. 

Variations. 
After  ver.  20,  in  the  MS. 

Is  tliere  a  Bard  in  durance?   turn  them  free, 
With  all  their  brandifh'd  reams  they  run  tome; 
Is  there  a  'Prentice,  having  feen  two  plays, 
Who  would  do  fomething  in  his  Sempftrefs'  praife— 

Ver.  29,  in  the  ift  Ed. 

Dear  Doftor,  tell  me,  is  not  this  a  curfe  ? 
Say,  is  their  anger,  or  their  friendfliip  worfe  ? 

Seiz'd 
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Seiz'd  and  ty'd  down  to  judge,  how  wretched  I! 

Who  can't  be  filent,  and  who  will  not  lie : 

To  laugh,  were  want  of  gocdnefs  and  of  grace;        35 

And  to  be  grave,  exceeds  all  Power  of  face. 

I  fit  with  fad  civility ;  I  read 

With  honefl:  anguilh,  and  an  aching  head; 

And  drop  at  laft,  but  in  unwilling  ears. 

This  faving  counfel,  "  Keep  your  piece  nine  years."    40 

Nine  years !  cries  he,  who  high  in  Drury-lane, 
Lull'd  by  foft  Zephyrs  through  the  broken  pane. 
Rhymes  ere  he  wakes,  and  prints  before  Term  ends, 
Oblig'd  by  hunger,  and  requeft  of  friends : 
*'  The  piece,  yoa  think,  is  incorredt?  why  take  it;  45 
"  I  'm  all  fubmiifion ;  what  you  'd  have  it,  make  it." 

Three  things  another's  modeft  wiflies  bound. 
My  Friendfhlp,  and  a  Prologue,  and  ten  pound. 

Pitholeon  fends  to  me :  "  You  know  his  Grace : 
**  I  want  a  Patron;  alk  him  for  a  Place."  50 

Pitholeon  libel'd  me — "  but  here  's  a  letter 
"  Informs  you.  Sir,  'tv\'as  when  he  knew  no  better. 
**  Dare  yea  refufe  him  ?  Curll  invites  to  dine, 
"  He  '11  write  a  Journal,  or  he  '11  turn  Divine." 

Blefs  me!  a  packet. — "  'Tis  a  ftranger  fues,  55 

"  A  Virgin  Tragedy,  an  Orphan  Mufe." 
If  I  diuike  it,  "  Furies,  death  and  rage!" 
If  i  approve,  "  Commend  it  to  the  Stage." 

Variation. 
Ver.  53,  in  the  MS. 

if  you  refufe,  he  goes,  as  fates  incline, 
To  plague  Sir  Robert,  or  to  turn  Divine. 

L  4  ThciC 
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There  (thank  my  ftars)  my  whole  commiffion  ends. 

The  players  and  I  are,  luckily,  no  friends.  60 

Fir'd  that  the  houfe  rejed  him,  "  'Sdeath!  I  '11  print  it, 

*'  And  ihame  the  fools — Your  interell.  Sir,  with  Lintot." 

Lintot,  dull  rogue !  will  think  your  price  too  much : 

"  Not,  Sir,  if  you  revife  it,  and  retouch." 

All  my  demurs  but  double  his  attacks :  65 

At  laft  he  whlfpers,  "  Do;  and  we  go  fnaclcs." 

Glad  of  a  quarrel,  ftralt  I  clap  the  door, 

*'  Sir,  let  me  fee  your  works  and  you  no  more." 

'Tis  fung,  when  Midas'  ears  began  to  fpring, 
(Midas,  a  facred  perfon  and  a  King)  70 

His  very  Minifter,  who  fpy'd  them  firli, 
(Some  fay  his  Queen)  was  forc'd  to  fpeak,  or  burfl. 
And  is  not  mine,  my  friend,  a  forer  cafe. 
When  every  coxcomb  perks  them  in  my  face  ? 
A.  Good  friend,  forbear !  you  deal  in  dangerous  things, 
I  'd  never  name  Queens,  Miniflers,  or  Kings; 
Keep  clofe  to  Ears,  and  thofe  let  affes  prick, 
'Tis  nothing — P.  Nothing  ?  if  they  bite  and  kick  ? 
Out  with  it,  Dunciad!  let  the  fecret  pafs. 
That  fecret  to  each  fool,  that  he  's  an  Afs :  Sd 

The  truth  once  told  (and  wherefore  Ihould  we  lie?) 
The  Queen  cf  Midas  flept,  and  fo  may  I. 

You  think  this  cruel  ?  Take  it  for  a  rule. 
No  creature  fmarts  fo  little  as  a  fool. 
Let  peals  of  laughter,  Codrus!  round  thee  break,      85 
Thou  unconcern'd  canft  hear  the  mighty  crack: 

Variation. 
Ver,  60,  in  the  former  Ed. 

Cibbcr  and  1  are  luckily  no  friends. 

Pit, 
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Pit,  box,  and  gallery,  in  convulfions  hurl'd. 

Thou  fland'fl  unfhook  amidft  a  burfting  world. 

Who  (hames  a  Scribbler?  Break  one  cobweb  through. 

He  fpins  the  flight,  felf-pleafing  thread  anew :  go 

Deftroy  his  fib  or  fophiftry,  in  vain. 

The  creature  's  at  his  dirty  work  again, 

Thron'd  on  the  centre  of  his  thin  defigns. 

Proud  of  a  vaft  extent  of  flimfy  lines  1 

Whom  have  I  hurt  ?  has  Poet  yet,  or  Peer,  gr 

LoH  the  arch'd  eyebrow,  or  Parnaffian  fneer? 

And  has  not  Colly  ftill  his  lord,  and  whore  ? 

His  batchers  Henley,  his  free-mafons  Moor? 

Dees  not  one  table  Bavius  ftill  admit? 

Still  to  one  Bifliop  Philips  feem  a  wit?  lOO 

Still  Sappho — A.  Hold;  for  God's  fake — you  '11  offend. 

No  names — be  calm — learn  prudence  of  a  friend : 

I  too  could  write,  and  I  am  twice  as  tall; 

But  foes  like  thefe — P.  One  Flatterer  's  worfe  than  all. 

Of  all  mad  creatures,  if  the  learn'd  are  right,  105 

It  is  the  flaver  kills,  and  not  the  bite. 

A  fool  quite  angry  is  quite  innocent : 

Alas !   'tis  ten  times  worfe  when  they  repent. 

One  dedicates  in  high  heroic  profe. 
And  ridicules  beyond  a  hundred  foes :  .110 

One  from  all  Grub-ftreet  will  my  fame  defend. 
And,  more  abufive,  calls  himfelf  my  friend. 

This 

Variation. 
Ver.  Ill,  in  the  MS. 

For  fong,  for  filence  feme  cxpeft  a  bribe  : 

And  others  roar  aloud,  "  Subfcribe,  fubfcribs  !" 

Time, 
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"This  prints  my  Letters,  that  expects  a  bribe. 
And  others  roar  aloud,  "  Subfcribe,  fubfcribe  !" 

There  are,  vvho  to  my  perfon  pay  their  court :     115 
I  cough  like  Horace,  and,  though  lean,  am  fhort. 
Ammon's  great  fon  one  fhoulder  had  too  high, 
Such  Ovid's  nofe,  and,  "  Sir!  you  have  an  Eye!" — 
Go  on,  obliging  creature,  make  me  fee 
AH  that  difgrac'd  my  Betters,  met  in  me.  1 20 

Say  for  my  com.fort,  languifning  in  bed, 
«  Juft  lb  immortal  Maro  held  his  head;" 
And  when  I  die,  be  fure  you  let  me  know 
Great  Homer  dy'd  three  thoufand  years  ago. 

Why  did  I  write?  what  iin  to  me  unknown  1 25 

Dipp'd  me  in  ink,  my  parents',  or  my  own  ? 
As  yet  a  child,  nor  yet  a  fool  to  fame, 
I  lifp'd  in  numbers,  for  the  numbers  came. 
.1  left  no  calling  for  this  idle  trade, 
Iso  duty  broke,  no  father  dilbbey'd:  130 

Variations. 
Time,  praife,  or  money,  is  the  leaft  they  crave  j 
Yet  each  declares  the  other  fool  or  knave. 

After  ver.  124,  in  the  MS. 

Bat,  friend,  this  fliape,  which  You  and  Cur!!*'  admire. 
Came  not  from  Ammon's  fon,  but  from  my  Sirtf  j 
And  for  my  head,  if  you  '1!  the  truth  excufe, 

f        I  had  it  from  my  Mother;);,  not  the  Mufe. 
Happy,  if  he,  in  whom  ihefe  frailties  join'd, 
Had  heir'd  as  well  the  virtues  of  the  mind. 

*  Curl]  fet  up  his  head  for  a  figc. 

-j-   His  Father  was  crcoked, 

;j  His  Mother  was  much  afflifted  with  licadachs. 

The 
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The  Mufe  but  ferv'd  to  eafe  fome  friend,  not  Wife  ; 
To  help  me  through  this  long  difeafe,  my  Life ; 
To  fecond,  Arbuthnot!  thy  Art  and  Care, 
And  teach,  the  Being  you  preferv'd,  to  bear. 

But  why  then  pubiifli?  Granville  the  polite,         135 
And  knowing  Walfh,  would  tell  me  I  could  write ; 
Well-natur'd  Garth  Inflam'd  with  early  pralfe. 
And  Congreve  lov'd,  and  Swift  endur'd  my  lays ; 
The  courtly  Talbot,  Somers,  Sheffield  read, 
Ev'n  mitred  Rochefler  would  nod  the  head,  140 

And  St.  John's  felf,  (great  Dryden's  friends  before) 
With  open  arms  receiv'd  one  Poet  more. 
Happy  my  ftudies,  when  by  thefe  approv'd ! 
Happier  their  Author,  when  by  thefe  belov'd ! 
From  thefe  the  world  will  judge  of  men  and  books,  145 
Not  from  the  Burnets,  Oldmixons,  and  Cooks. 

Soft  were  my  numbers  :  who  could  take  offence 
While  pure  Defcriptlon  held  the  place  of  Senfe  ? 
Like  gentle  Fanny's  was  my  flowery  theme, 
A  painted  miftrefs,  or  a  purling  ftream.  15O 

Yet  then  did  Gildon  draw  his  venal  quill ; 
I  wifli'd  the  man  a  dinner,  and  fate  ilill. 
Yet  then  did  Dennis  rave  in  furious  fret; 
I  never  anfvver'd,  I  was  not  in  debt. 
If  want  provok'd,  or  madnefs  made  them  print,      155 
1  wag'd  no  war  with  Bedlam  or  the  Mint. 

Did  fome  more  fober  Critic  come  abroad ; 
If  wrong,  I  fmil'd;  if  right,  I  kifs'd  the  rod. 
Pains,  reading,  ftudy,  are  their  juft  pretence. 
And  all  they  want  is  fpirit,  tafte,  and  fenfe.  160 

Commas 
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Commas  and  points  they  fet  exadlly  right. 
And  'twere  a  iin  to  rob  them  of  their  mite. 
Yet  ne'er  one  fprig  of  laurel  grac'd  thefe  ribalds. 
From  flafhlng  Bentley  down  to  pidling  Tibalds : 
Each  vvight,  who  reads  not,  and  but  fcans  and  fpells. 
Each  Word-catcher,  that  lives  on  fyllables, 
Ev'n  fuch  fmall  Critics  fome  regard  may  claim, 
Preferv'd  in  Milton's  or  in  Shakefpeare"s  name. 
Pretty !  in  amber  to  bbferve  the  forms 
Of  hairs,  or  ftraws,  or  dirt,  or  grubs,  or  worms!      170 
The  things  we  know  are  neither  rich  nor  rare. 
But  wonder  how  the  devil  they  got  there. 

Were  others  angiy :  I  excus'd  them  too ; 
Well  might  they  rage,  I  gave  them  but  their  due. 
A  man's  true  merit  'tis  not  hard  to  find;  175 

But  each  m.an's  fecret  ftandard  in  his  mind. 
That  Cafting-weight  pride  adds  to  emptinefs. 
This,  who  can  gratify?  for  who  can  guefs? 
The  Bard  whom  pilfer'd  Paftorals  renown. 
Who  turns  a  Perfian  tale  for  half  a  crown,  18s 

Juft  writes  to  make  his  barrennefs  appear. 
And  ftrains  from  hard-bound  brains,  eight  lines  a  year; 
He,  who,  iHll  wanting,  though  he  lives  on  theft. 
Steals  much,  fpends  little,  yet  has  nothing  left : 
And  He,  who,  now  to  fenfe,  now  nonfenfe  leaning,  185 
PJeans  not,  -but  blunders  round  about  a  meaning  : 
And  He,  whofe  fuilian  's  fo  fublimely  bad. 
It  is  not  poetry,  but  profe  run  mad : 
All  thefe,  my  modeft  Satire  bad  tranflate. 
And  own'd  that  nine  fuch  Poets  made  a  Tate.         196 

Hovr 
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How  did  they  fume,  and  ftamp,  and  roar,  and  chafe ! 
And  fwear,  not  Addifon  himfelf  was  fafe. 

Peace  to  all  fuch  !  but  were  there  one  whofe  flres 
True  Genius  kindles,  and  fair  Fame  infpires ; 
Bleft  with  each  talent  and  each  art  to  pleafe,  1 95 

And  born  to  write,  converfe,  and  live  with  eafe : 
Should  fuch  a  man,  too  fond  to  rule  alone. 
Bear,  like  the  Turk,  no  brother  near  the  throne. 
View  him  with  fcornful,  yet  with  jealous  eyes. 
And  hate  for  arts  that  caus'd  himfelf  to  rife ;  200 

Damn  with  faint  praife,  afient  with  civil  leer. 
And,  without  fneering,  teach  the  reft  to  fneer  j 
Willing  to  wound,  and  yet  afraid  to  ftrike, 
Juft  hint  a  fault,  and  hefitate  diflikej 
Alike  referv'd  to  blame,  or  to  commend,  .  205 

A  timorous  foe,  and  a  fufpicious  friend ; 
Dreading  ev'n  fools,  by  Flatterers  befieg'd. 
And  fo  obliging,  that  he  ne'er  obhg'd ; 
Like  Cato,  give  his  little  Senate  laws. 
And  fit  attentive  to  "his  own  applaufe;  210 

While  Wits  and  Templars  every  fentence  raife. 
And  wonder  with  a  foolilh  face  of  praife — 
Who  but  muft  laugh,  if  fuch  a  man  there  be? 
Who  would  not  weep,  if  Atticus  were  he  ! 

Var  iation. 
After  ver.  20S,  in  the  MS. 

Who,  if  tv/o  Wits  on  rival  themes  conteft, 
Approves  of  each,  but  likes  the  worft:  the  beft. 
Alluding  to  Mr.  Pope's  and  Tickell's  Tranflation  of  the  fitii 
Book  of  the  Iliad. 

What 


15S  P  O  P  E  '  S     P  O  E  M  S. 

What  though  my  name  flood  rubric  on  the  walls,  2  rj 
Or  plaifter'd  pofls,  with  chips,  in  capitals  ? 
Or  fmoaking  forth,  a  hundred  hawkers  load. 
On  wings  of  winds  came  flying  all  abroad  ? 
I  fought  no  homage  from  the  race  that  write ; 
I  kept,  like  Afian  Monarchs,  from  their  fight :         220 
Poems  I  heeded  (now  berhym'd  fo  long) 
No  more  than  thou,  great  George !  a  birth-day  fong. 
I  ne'er  with  wits  or  witlings  pafs'd  my  days. 
To  fpread  about  the  itch  of  verfe  and  praife ; 
Nor,  like  a  puppy,  daggled  through  the  town,        225 
To  fetch  and  carry  fmg-fong  up  and  down ; 
Nor  at  Rehearfals  fweat,  and  mouth'd,  and  cry'd. 
With  handkerchief  and  orange  at  my  fide  j 
But,  fick  of  fops,  and  poetry,  and  prate. 
To  Bufo  left  the  whole  Cafcalian  ftate.  230 

Proud  as  Apollo  on  his  forked  hill. 
Sate  full-blown  Bufo,  puff'd  by  every  quill; 
Fed  with  foft  Dedication  all  day  hv.g, 
Horace  and  he  went  hand  and  hand  in  fong. 
"His  Library  (where  bulls  of  Poets  dead  255 

And  a  true  Pindar  flood  without  a  head) 
Receiv'd  of  wits  an  undiflinguifh'd  race. 
Who  firfl  his  judgment  afk'd,  and  then  a  place  ; 


Variation. 
After  ver.  234,  in  the  MS. 

To  Bards  reciting  he  vouclifaPd  a  nod. 
And  fnuft^d  their  incenfe  like  a  gracious  god. 

Much 
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Much  they  extoll'd  his  piftures,  much  his  feat. 

And  fiatter'd  every  day,  and  fome  days  eat;  240 

Till,  grown  more  frugal  in  his  riper  days. 

He  paid  fome  bards  with  port,  and  fome  with  praife. 

To  fome  a  dry  rehearfal  was  affign'd. 

And  others  (harder  ftill)  he  paid  in  kind. 

Drydeii  alone  (what  wonder?)  came  not  nigh,         245 

Dryden  alone  efcap'd  this  judging  eye: 

But  ftill  the  Great  have  kindnefs  in  referve. 

He  help'd  to  bury  whom  he  help'd  to  ftarve. 

May   fome   choice   patron   blefs    each    grey  goofe 
quill! 
May  every  Bavius  have  his  Bufo  ftill !  250 

So  when  a  Statefman  wants  a  day's  defence. 
Or  Envy  holds  a  whole  week's  war  with  Senfe, 
Or  fimple  pride  for  flattery  makes  demands. 
May  dunce  by  dunce  be  whittled  off  my  hands  ! 
Bleft  be  the  Great !  for  thofe  they  take  away,         25  J 
And  thofe  they  lefc  me ;  for  they  left  me  Gay : 
Left  me  to  fee  neglected  Genius  bloom, 
Negledted  die,  and  tell  it  on  his  tomb : 
Of  all  thy  blamelefs  life  the  fole  return 
My  Verfe,  and  Queenftjarry  weeping  o'er  thy  urn !    260 

Oh  let  me  live  my  own,  and  die  fo  too ! 
(To  live  and  die  is  all  I  have  to  do :) 
Maintain  a  Poet's  dignity  and  eafe. 
And  fee  what  friends,  and  read  what  books  I  pleafe : 
Above  a  Patron,  though  I  condefcend  265 

Sometimes  to  call  a  Minifter  my  friend. 
I  was  not  born  for  Courts  or  great  affairs: 
I  pay  my  debts,  believe,  and  fay  m.y  prayers ; 

Can 
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Can  ileep  without  a  Po-r-i  in  my  head. 

Nor  know,  if  Dennis  be  alive  or  dead.  270 

Why  am  I  afli'd  v/aat  next  Ihall  fee  the  light  ? 
Hep.vens !  was  I  born  for  nothing  but  to  write  ? 
Has  Life  no  joys  for  me  ?  or  (to  be  grave) 
Have  I  no  friend  to  ferve,  no  foul  to  f.ive  ? 
*'  I  found  him  clofe  with  Swift  — Indeed?  no  doubt 
"  (Cries  prating  Balbus)  fjmetning  v/ill  come  out." 
'Tis  all  ia  vain,  deny  it  as  I  will. 
"  No,  fuch  a  Genius  never  can  lie  ftill;" 
And  then  for  mine  obligingly  miftalces 
The  firfc  Lampoon  Sir  Will  or  Bubo  makes.  2S6 

Poor,  guiltlefs  I !  and  can  I  chufe  but  fmile. 
When  every  Coxcomb  knows  me  by  my  Style  ? 

Curil 


Variations. 
After  ver.  270,  in  the  jMS. 

Frlendfliips  from  youth  I  fought,  and  feek  them  ftill : 
Fame,  like  the  wind,  niay  breathe  where'er  it  will. 
The  world  I  knew,  but  made  it  not  my  fchool. 
And  in  a  courfe  of  flattery  liv'd  no  fool. 
After  ver.  282,  in  the  MS. 
P.    What  if  1  fing  Auguftus,  great  and  good  ? 
A.  You  did  fo  lately,  v/as  it  underwood  ? 

Be  nice  no  more,  but,  with  a  mouth  profound. 
As  rumbling  Dennis  or  a  Norfolk  hound  ; 
With  George  and  Frederic  roughen  every  verfe. 
Then  fmooth  up  all,  and  Caroline  rehearfe, 
P.  No — the  high  tafK  to  lift  up  Kings  to  Gods, 
Leave  to  Court  fermons,  and  to  birth-day  Odes. 
On  themes  like  thefe-  fuperior  fir  to  thine, 
Let  lauiel'd  Cibber  and  great  Arnal  ihine. 
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Curft  be  the  verfe,  how  well  foe'er  it  flow. 
That  tends  to  make  one  worthy  man  my  foe. 
Give  Virtue  fcandal.  Innocence  a  fear,  285 

Or  from  the  foft-ey'd  Virgin  fteal  a  Tear ! 
But  he  who  hurts  a  harmlefs  neighbour's  peace, 
Infults  fall'n  Worth,  or  Beauty  in  dillrefs. 
Who  loves  a  Lie,  lame  Slander  helps  about. 
Who  writes  a  Libel,  or  who  copies  out:  290 

That  Fop,  whole  pride  affeds  a  patron's  name. 
Yet  abfent,  wounds  an  author's  honefl  fame : 
Who  can  your  merit  felfiihly  approve. 
And  fhow  the  fenfe  of  it  without  the  love ; 
Who  has  the  vanity  to  call  you  friend,  295 

Yet  wants  the  honour,  injur'd,  to  defend; 
Who  tells  whate'er  you  thinks  whate'er  you  fay. 
And,  if  he  lie  not,  muft  at  leaft  betray : 
Who  to  the  Dean  and  filver  bell  can  fwear. 
And  fees  at  Cannons  what  was  never  there;  300 

Who  reads  but  with  a  lull  to  mlfapply. 
Make  Satire  a  Lampoon,  and  Fiftion  Lie. 
A  lalh  like  mine  no  honefl;  man  fhall  dread. 
But  all  fuch  babbling  blockheads  in  his  ftead. 

Let  Sporus  tremble — A.  What  r  that  thing  of  filk, 
Sporus,  that  mere  white  curd  of  Afs's  milk  ? 
Satire  of  fenfe,  alas  1  can  Sporus  feel? 
Who  breaks  a  butterfly  upon  a  wheel  ? 

Variation. 
Why  write  at  all? — A.  Yes,  filence  if  you  keep, 
The  Town,  the  Court,  the  Wits,  the  Dunces  weep. 

Vol.  XLVL  M  P.  Ye 
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P.  Yet  let  me  flap  this  bug  with  gilded  wings. 

This  painted  child  of  dirt,  that  ftinks  and  flings;    310 

Whofe  buzz  the  witty  and  the  fair  annoys. 

Yet  wit  ne'er  taftes,  and  beauty  ne'er  enjoys : 

So  well-bred  fpaniels  civilly  delight 

In  mumbling  of  the  game  they  dare  not  bite. 

Eternal  fmiles  his  emptinefs  betray,  315 

As  fnallovv  llreams  run  dimpling  all  the  way. 

Whether  in  florid  impotence  he  fpeaks. 

And,  as  the  prompter  breathes,  the  puppet  fqueaks ; 

Or  at  the  ear  of  Eve,  familiar  Toad, 

Half  froth,  half  venom,  fpits  himfelf  abroad,  320 

In  puns,  or  politics,  or  tales,  or  lies. 

Or  fpite,  or  fmut,  or  rhymes,  or  blafphemies. 

His  v^it-all  fee-faw,  between  that  and  this,  -. 

Now  high,  now  low,  now  mailer  up,  now  mifs,  I 

And  he  himfelf  one  vile  Antithefis.  325  J 

Amphibious  thing !  that,  adling  either  part. 

The  trifling  head !  or  the  corrupted  heart. 

Fop  at  the  toilet,  flatterer  at  the  board. 

Now  trips  a  Lady,  and  now  Ilruts  a  Lord. 

Eve's  tempter  thus  the  Rabbins  have  exprell,  330 

A  Cherub's  face,  a  reptile  all  the  reft. 

Beauty  that  fliocks  you,  parts  that  none  will  truft. 

Wit  that  can  creep,  and  pride  that  licks  the  duft. 

Not  Fortune's  worfliipper,  nor  Fafliion's  fool. 
Not  Lucre's  madman,  nor  Ambition's  tool,  335 

Not  proud,  nor  fervile ;  be  one  Poet's  Praife, 
That,  if  he  pleas'd,  he  pleas'd  by  manly  ways: 

That 


1 
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That  Flattery,  ev'n  to  Kings,  he  held  a  fliame, 

Jind  thought  a  Lie  in  verfe  or  profe  the  fame  ; 

That  not  in  Fancy's  maze  he  wander'd  long,  340 

But  ftoop'd  to  Truth,  and  moraliz'd  his  fcng  : 

That  not  for  Fame,  but  Virtue's  better  end. 

He  flood  the  furious  foe,  the  timid  friend. 

The  damning  critic,  half-approving  wit. 

The  coxcomb  hit,  or  fearing  to  be  liit;  345 

Lauga'd  at  the  lofs  of  friends  he  never  had. 

The  dull,  the  proud,  the  wicked,  and  the  mad ; 

The  dillant  threats  of  vengeance  on  his  head. 

The  blow  unfelt,  the  tear  he  never  ihed ; 

The  tale  reviv'd,  the  lie  fo  oft:  o'erthrown,  350 

Th'  imputed  trafli,  and  dulnefs  not  his  own ; 

The  morals  blacken'd  when  the  writings  'fcape. 

The  libel'd  perfon,  and  the  piftur'd  fnape; 
Abufe,  on  all  he  lov'd,  or  lov'd  him,  fpread, 

A  friend  in  exile,  or  a  father  dead;  ^r- 

The  whifper,  that,  to  greatnefs  ftill  too  near. 

Perhaps,  yet  vibrates  on  his  Sovereign's  ear-^ 

Welcome  for  thee,  fair  Virtue !  all  the  paft : 

For  thee,  fair  Viitue  !  welcome  ev'n  the  lad ! 

A.  But  why  infult  the  poor,  affront  the  great?     36* 

P.  A  knave  's  a  knave,  to  me,  in  every  Hate : 

Alike  my  fcorn,  if  he  fuccced  or  fail, 

Sporus  at  court,  or  Japhet  in  a  jail; 

A  hireling  fcribbler,  or  a  hireling  peer. 

Knight  of  the  poft  corrupt,  or  of  the  fhire  ;  36? 

If  on  a  Pillory,  or  near  a  Throne, 

He  gain  his  Prince's  ear,  or  lofe  his  own, 

M  2  Yet 
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Yet  foft  by  nature,  more  a  dupe  than  wit, 
Sappho  can  te-l  you  how  this  man  was  bit : 
This  dreaded  Sat'rift  Dennis  will  confefs  370 

Foe  to  his  pride,  but  friend  to  his  diftrefs : 
So  humble,  he  has  knock'd  at  Tibbald's  door. 
Has  drunk  with  Gibber,  nay  has  rhym'd  for  Moor. 
Full  ten  years  flander'd,  did  he  once  reply  ? 
Three  thoufand  funs  went  down  on  Welfted's  lie.     375 
To  pieafe  his  MiRrefs  one  afpers'd  his  life ; 
He  lafh'd  him  not,  but  let  her  be  his  wife : 
Let  Budgell  charge  low  Grub-ftreet  on  his  quill. 
And  write  whate'er  he  pleas'd,  except  his  Will; 
Let  the  two  Curlls  of  Town  and  Court,  abufe         380 
His  father,  mother,  body,  foul,  and  mufe. 
Yet  why  ?  that  Father  held  it  for  a  rule. 
It  was  a  fm  to  call  our  neighbour  fool : 
That  harmlefs  Mother  thought  no  wife  a  whore : 
Hear  this,  and  fpare  his  family,  James  Moore!       385 
Unfpotted  names,  and  memorable  long ! 
If  there  be  force  in  Virtue,  or  in  Song. 

Of  gentle  blood  (part  fhed  in  Honour's  caufe, 
"While  yet  in  Britain  Honour  had  applaufe) 

Variation. 
Ver   36S,  in  the  MS. 

Once,  and  but  once,  his  heedlefs  youth  was  bit, 

And  lik'd  that  dangerous  thing,  a  female  wit  j 

Safe  as  he  thought,  though  al!  the  prudent  chid  j 

He  writ  no  Libels,  but  my  Lady  did  : 

Great  odds  in  amorous  or  poetic  game. 

Where  Woman's  is  the  fin,  and  Man's  the  ihame. 

Each 
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Each  parent   fprung — A.   What  fortune,  pray? — P. 
Their  own,  390 

And  better  got,  than  Beilia's  from  the  throne. 
Born  to  no  Pride,  inheriting  no  Strife, 
Nor  marrying  Difcord  in  a  noble  wife. 
Stranger  to  civil  and  reUgious  rage. 
The  good  man  walk'd  innoxious  through  his  age.   395 
No  Courts  he  faw,  no  fuits  would  ever  try. 
Nor  dar'd  an  Oath,  nor  hazarded  a  Lie. 
Unlearn'd,  he  knew  no  fchoolman's  fubtle  art. 
No  language,  but  the  language  of  the  heart. 
By  Nature  honeft,  by  Experience  wife  ;  400 

Healthy  by  temperance,  and  by  exercife ; 
His  life,  though  long,  to  ficknefs  paft  unknown. 
His  death  was  inftant,  and  without  a  groan. 
O  grant  me  thus  to  live,  and  thus  to  die! 
Who  fprung  from  Kings  fhall  know  lefs  joy  than  I. 

O  Friend !  may  each  domeilic  blifs  be  thine  ! 
Be  no  unpleafing  Melancholy  mine : 
Me,  let  the  tender  office  long  engage. 
To  rock  the  cradle  of  repofing  Age, 
With  lenient  arts  extend  a  Mother's  breath,  410 

Make  Languor  fmile,  and  fmooth  the  bed  of  Death, 

Variation. 
After  ver.  405,  in  the  MS. 

*  And  of  myfelf,  too,  fometliinj  muft  I  fay  ? 
Take  then  this  verfe,  the  trilic  of  a  day. 
And  if  it  live,  it  lives  but  to  commend 
The  man  v/hofe  heart  has  ne'er  forgot  a  friend. 
Or  head,  an  Author;   Critic,  yet  polite, 
And  friend  to  L^arnirg,  yet  too  wife  to  write. 

M  3  Explore 
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Explore  the  thought,  explain  the  aflcing  eye. 

And  keep  a  while  one  parent  from  the  (ky ! 

On  cares  like  thefe  if  length  of  days  attend. 

May  Heaven,  to  blefs  thofe  days,  preferve  my  friend^ 

Preferve  him  fecial,  chearfal,  and  ferene. 

And  juft  as  rich  as  when  he  ferv'd  a  Queen ! 

A.  Whether  that  bleffings  be  deny'd  or  given. 

Thus  far  was  right,  the  reft  belongs  to  Heaven. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

TH  E  occafion  of  publifhing  thefe  Imitations  wajs 
the  Clamour  raifed  on  fome  of  my  Epiftles.  An 
Anfwer  from  Horace  was  both  more  full,  and  of  more 
Dignity,  than  any  I  could  have  made  in  my  ovvn  per- 
fon ;  and  the  Example  of  much  greater  Freedom  in  fo 
eminent  a  Divine  as  Dr.  Donne,  feemed  a  proof  with 
what  indignation  and  contempt  a  Chriftian  may  treat 
Vice  or  Folly,  in  ever  fo  low,  or  ever  fo  liigh  a  Station. 
Both  thefe  Authors  were  acceptable  to  the  Princes  and 
Minifters  under  whom  they  lived.  The  Satires  of  Dr. 
Donne  I  verfified,  at  the  defire  of  the  Earl  of  Oxford 
while  he  was  Lord  Treafurer,  and  of  the  Duke  of 
Shrevvfbury,  who  had  been  Secretary  of  State  :  neither 
of  whom  looked  upon  a  Satire  on  Vicious  Courts  as 
any  Refled'on  on  thofe  they  ferved  in.  And  indeed 
there  is  not  in  the  world  a  greater  error,  than  that 
which  Fools  are  fo  apt  to  fall  into,  and  Knaves  with 
good  reafon  to  encourage,  the  miftaking  a  Satirill:  for 
a  Libeller;  whereas  to  a  true  Satirifl:  nothing  is  fo 
odious  as  a  Libeller,  for  the  fame  reafon  as  to  a  man 
truly  virtuous  nothing  is  fo  hateful  as  a  Hypocrite. 

"  Uni  aequus  Virtuti  atque  ejus  Amicis." 
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WHOEVER  expefts  a  Paraphrafe  of  Horace,  or  2  faithful 
Copy  of  his  genius,  or  manner  of  writing,  in  thefe  Imitations, 
will  be  much  difappointed.  Our  Author  ufcs  the  Roman  Feet 
for  litrle  more  than  his  canvas  :  And  if  the  old  defiga  or  colouring 
chance  to  fuit  his  purpofe,  it  is  well }  if  not,  he  employs  his  own, 
without  fcruple  or  ceremony.  Hence  it  is,  he  is  fo  frequently 
ferious  where  Horace  is  in  jeft,  and  at  eafe  where  Horace  is  dif- 
turbed.  In  a  word,  he  regulates  his  movements  no  further  on 
his  Original,  than  was  neceflary  for  his  Concurrence  in  promoting 
their  common  plan  of  Reformation  of  manners. 

Had  it  been  his  purpofe  merely  to  paraphrafe  an  ancient  Satlrift, 
he  had  hardly  made  choice  of  Horace  ;  with  whom,  as  a  Poet,  he 
held  little  in  common,  befides  a  comprehenfive  knowledge  of  life 
and  manners,  and  a  certain  curious  felicity  of  expreflion,  which 
confifts  in  ufmg  the  fimplsft  language  with  dignity,  and  the  moft 
ornamented  with  eafe.  For  the  reft,  his  harmony  and  itrength 
of  numbers,  his  force  and  fplendor  of  colouring,  his  gravity  and 
fublimity  of  fentiment,  would  have  rather  led  him  to  another  mo- 
del. Nor  was  his  temper  lefs  unlike  that  cf  Horace,  than  his 
talents.  What  Horace  would  only  fmile  at,  Mr.  Pope  would 
treat  with  the  grave  feverity  of  Perfius ;  and  what  Mr.  Pope 
would  ftrike  with  the  cauftic  lightning  of  Juvenal,  Horace  would 
content  himfelf  in  turning  into  ridicule. 

If  it  be  afked  then,  why  he  took  any  body  at  all  to  imitate,  he 
has  informed  us  in  his  Advertifement :  To  which  we  may  add, 
that  this  fort  of  Imitations,  which  are  of  the  nature  of  Parodies, 
adds  reflefted  grace  and  fplendor  on  original  wit.  Befides,  he 
deemed  it  more  modeft  to  give  the  name  of  Imitations  to  his  Sa- 
tires, than,  like  Defpreaux,  to  give  the  name  of  Satires  to  Imi- 
tations. 
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B  O  O  K     11.        SATIRE!. 

To    Mr.    F  O  R  T  E  S  C  U  E. 

P.  'nr^HERE  are  (I  fcarce  can  think  it,  but  am  told) 
JL     ^  There  are,  to  whom  my  Satire  feems  too  bold : 
Scarce  to  wife  Peter  comphiifant  enough. 
And  fomething  faid  of  Chartres  much  too  rough. 
^  The  lines  are  weak,  another  's  pleas'd  to  fay,  5 

Lord  Fanny  fpins  a  thoufand  fach  a  day. 
Timorous  by  nature,  of  the  Rich  in  awe, 
«  I  come  to  Council  learned  in  the  Law : 
You  '11  give  me,  like  a  fiiend  both  fage  and  free. 
Advice;  and  (as  you  ufe)  without  a  Fee.  10 

F.  "^I  'd  write  no  more. 

P.  Not 

HORATIUS.    TREBATIUS. 

HORATI  us, 

a  ^UNT  quibus  in  Satira  videar  nimis  acer,  et  ultra 
Legem  tendere  opus ;  ^  fine  nervis  altera,  quidquid 
Compofui,  pars  effe  putat,  fimilefque  meorum 
Mille  die  verfus  deduci  pofTe.     «  Trebati, 
Quid  faciam  ?  praefcribe. 

T.  <iQuiefcas. 

H.  Ne  faciam,  inqui 
Omnino  verfus  ? 

T.  Aio. 
I 
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P.  Not  write  ?  but  then  I  think, 

*And  for  my  foul  I  cannot  fleep  a  wink. 

I  nod  in  company,  I  wake  at  night. 

Fools  rufh  into  my  head,  and  fo  I  write. 

F.  You  could  not  do  a  worfe  thing  for  your  life.   15 

Why,  if  the  nights  feem  tedious — take  a  wife: 

^  Or  rather  truly,  if  your  point  be  reft. 

Lettuce  and  cowflip  wine;  "  Probatum  eft." 

Put  talk  with  Celfus,  Celfus  will  advife 

Hartfliorn,  or  fomething  that  fhall  clofe  your  eyes.    20 

«  Or,  if  you  needs  muft  write,  v/rite  Cjefar's  Praife, 

*  You  '11  gain  at  leall  a  Knighthood,  or  the  Bays. 
P.  What?  like  Sir  'Richard,  rumbling,  rough,  and 
fierce. 

With   Arms   and   George   and  Brunfwick  crowd  the 
verfe. 

Rend  with  tremendous  found  your  ears  afunder,         25 

With  Gun,  Drum,  Trumpet,  Blunderbufs,  and  Thun- 
der? 

Or 


H.  Peream  male,  fx  non 
Optimum  erat:  ^verum  nequeo  dormire. 

T.  ^Ter  undi 
Tranfnanto  Tiberim,  fomno  quibus  eft  opus  alto  ; 
Irriguumve  mere  fub  nodtem  corpus  habento. 
?Aut  fi  tantus  amor  fcribendi  te  rapit,  aude 
Caefaris  invifti  res  dicere,  ^  multa  laborum 
Praemia  laturus. 

H.  Cupidum,  Pater  optime,  vires 
Deficiunt :  ^neque  enim  quivis  horrentia  pilis 
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Or  nobly  wild,  with  Budgell's  fire  and  force. 
Paint  Angels  trembling  round  his  falling  Horfe? 

F.  ^  Then  all  your  Mufe's  fofter  art  difplay. 
Let  Carolina  fmooth  the  tuneful  lay,  30 

Lull  with  Amelia's  liquid  name  the  Nine, 
And  fweetly  flow  through  all  the  Royal  Line. 

P.  '  Alas!  few  verfes  touch  their  nicer  ear; 
They  fcarce  can  bear  their  Laureate  twice  a  year; 
And  juftly  Caefar  fcorns  the  Poet's  lays,  35 

It  is  to  Hiftory  he  trufts  for  Praife. 

F.  '^  Better  be  Gibber,  I  '11  maintain  it  ftill,     . 
Than  ridicule  all  Tafte,  blafpheme  Quadrille, 
Abufe  the  City's  bell  good  men  in  metre. 
And  laugh  at  Peers  that  put  their  trtift  in  Peter.        ^o 
■  Ev'n  thofe  you  touch  not,  hate  you. 

P.  What  fhould  ail  'em? 

F.  A  hundred  fmart  in  Timon  and  in  Balaam : 

The 


Agmina,  nee  frafla  pereuntes  cufpide  Gallos, 
Aut  labentis  equo  defcribat  vulnera  Parthi. 

T.  ^  Attamen  et  juftum  poteras  et  fcribere  fortem, 
Scipiadam  ut  fapiens  Lucilius. 

H.  Haud  mihi  deero. 
Cum  res  ipfa  feret :  ^  nifi  dextro  tempore,  Flacci 
Verba  per  attentam  non  ibunt  Caefaris  aurem : 
Cui  male  R  palpere,  recalcitrat  undique  tutus. 
T.  "^  Quanto  redius  hoc,  quam  trilti  laedere  verfa 
Pantolabum  fcurram,  Nomentanumve  nepotem  ? 
°  Cum  fibi  quifquc  timet,  quamquam  eft  intadus,  et  edit. 
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The  fewer  ftill  you  name,  you  wound  the  more ; 
Bond  is  but  one,  but  Harpax  is  a  fcore. 

P.  °  Each  mortal  has  his  pleafure :  none  deny        45 
Scarfdale  his  Bottle,  Darty  his  Ham-pye ; 
Ridotta  fips  and  dances,  till  fhe  fee 
The  doubhng  Luftres  dance  as  fall  as  flie  ; 
P  F —  loves  the  Senate,  Hockleyhole  his  brother. 
Like  in  all  elfe,  as  one  Egg  to  another.  ^O 

^  I  love  to  pour  out  all  myfelf,  as  plain 
As  downright  Shippen,  or  as  old  Montague : 
In  them,  as  certain  to  be  lov'd  as  feen. 
The  Soul  flood  forth,  nor  kept  a  thought  within; 
In  me  what  fpots  (for  fpots  I  have)  appear,  55 

Will  prove  at  leaft  the  Medium  muft  be  clear. 
In  this  impartial  glafs,  my  Mufe  intends 
Fair  to  expofe  myfelf,  my  foes,  my  friends; 
Publiljh  the  prefent  age;  but  where  my  text 
Is  Vice  too  high,  referve  it  for  the  next :  60 

My  foes  fhall  wilh  my  life  a  longer  date. 
And  every  friend  the  lefs  lament  my  fate. 

My 

H.  °  Quid  faciam  ?  faltat  Milonius,  ut  feme!  idle 
Acceffit  fervor  capiti,  numerufque  lucernis. 
P  Caftor  gaudet  equis;  ovo  prognatus  eodem, 
Pugnis.    quot  capitum  vivunt,  totidem  ftudiorum 
Millia.    1  me  pedibus  deleftat  claudere  verba, 
Lucili  ritu,  noftrum  melioris  utroque. 
Ille  velut  fidis  arcana  fodalibus  olim 
Credebat  libris;  neque,  fi  male  geflerat,  ufquam, 
Ducurrens  alioj  neque  fi  bene ;  quo  fit,  ut  omnis 
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My  head  and  heart  thus  flowing  through  my  quill, 

'  Verfeman  or  Profeman,  term  me  what  you  will, 

Papifl  or  Proteftant,  or  both  between,  65 

Like  good  Erafmus  in  an  honeft  mean. 

In  moderation  placing  all  my  glory. 

While  Tories  call  me  Whig,  and  Whigs  a  Tory. 

■  Satire  's  my  weapon,  but  I  'm  too  difcreet 
To  run  a-muck,  and  tilt  at  all  I  meet;  7« 

*  I  only  wear  it  in  a  land  of  Hedlors, 
Thieves,  Supercargoes,  Sharpers,  and  Diredors. 
"  Save  but  our  army !  and  let  Jove  incruft 
Swords,  pikes,  and  guns,  with  everlafting  ruft! 
'^  Peace  is  my  dear  delight — not  Fleury's  more :        75 
But  touch  me,  and  no  minifter  fo  fore. 
Whoe'er  offends,  at  feme  unlucky  time 
^  Slides  into  verfe,  and  hitches-in  a  rhyme. 

Sacred 


Votiva  pateat  veluti  defcripta  tabella 

Vita  fenis.  fequor  hunc,  ■■  Lucanus  an  Appulus,  anceps : 

[Nam  Venufinus  arat  finem  fub  utrumque  colonus, 

Miifus  ad  hoc,  pulfis  (vctus  eft  ut  fama)  Sabellis; 

Quo  ne  per  vacuum  Romano  incurreret  hoftis; 

Sive  quod  Appula  gens,  fsu  quod  Lucania  bellum 

Incuteret  violenta]  *  fed  hie  ftylus  haud  petet  ultro 

Quemquam  animantera,  et  me  veluti  cuftodiet  enfis 

Vagina  teclus,  quern  cur  defcringere  coner, 

*  Tutus  ab  infeftis  latronibus  ?  "  O  pater  et  rex 

Jupiter,  ut  pereat  pofitum  rubigine  telum. 

Nee  quifqaam  noceat  '^  cupido  mihi  pacis !  at  ille. 

Qui  me  commorit,  (melius  non  tangerc,  clamo) 

-  Flebit,  et  infignis  tota  cantabitur  urbc. 
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Sacred  to  ridicule  his  whole  life  long. 

And  the  fad  burtlien  of  fome  merry  fong.  80 

y  Slander  or  Poifon  dread  from  Delia's  rage; 
Hard  words  or  hanging,  if  your  Judge  be  Page. 
From  furious  Sappho  fcarce  a  milder  fate, 
P-x'd  by  her  love,  or  libell'd  by  her  hate. 
^  Its  proper  pov/sr  to  hurt,  each  creature  feels ;         85 
Balls  aim  their  horns,  and  Affes  life  their  heels; 
'Tis  a  Bear's  talent  not  to  kick,  but  hug; 
And  no  man  wonders  he  's  not  ftung  by  Pug. 
^  So  drink  with  Walters,  or  with  Chartres  eat. 
They  '11  never  poifon  you,  they  '11  only  cheat.  90 

^  Then,  learned  Sir!  (to  cut  the  matter  fhort) 
Whate'er  my  fate,  or  well  or  ill  at  Court ; 
Whether  Old-age,  with  faint  but  chearful  ray. 
Attends  to  gild  the  Evening  of  my  day. 

Or 


y  Cervius  iratus  leges  minitatur  et  urnam; 
Canidia  Albuti,  quibus  ef!:  inimica,  venenum ; 
Grande  malum  Turius,  fi  quid  fe  judice  certes: 
■•'  Ut,  quo  quifque  valet,  fufpe&os  terreat,  utque 
Imperet  hoc  Natura  potens,  iic  coUige  mecum. 
Dente  lupus,  cornu  taurus  petit;  unde,  nifi  intus 
Monftratum  ?  ^  Scaevae  vivacem  crede  nepoti 
Matrem;  nil  faciet  fceleris  pia  dextra  (mirum? 
Ut  neque  calce  lupus  quemquam,  neque  dente  petit  bos) 
Sed  mala  toilet  anum  vitiato  melie  cicuta. 

^  Ne  longum  faciam  :  feu  me  tranquilla  feneiftus 
XxpgQat,  feu  ijiors  atris  circumvolat  alis; 
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Or  Death's  black  wing  already  be  difplay'd,  95 

Tg  wrap  me  in  the  univerfal  ihade; 

Whether  the  d-rkcn'd  room  to  mufe  invite. 

Or  whiten'd  wall  provoke  the  fliewer  to  write : 

In  durance,  exile.  Bedlam,  or  the  Mint, 

'Like  Lee  or  Budgell,  I  will  rhyme  and  print.        100 

F.  ^  Alas,  young  man  !  your  days  can  ne'er  be  long. 
In  flower  of  Age  you  periih  for  a  fong  ! 
Plums  and  Diredlors,  Shylock  and  his  Wife, 
Will  club  their  lifters,  now,  to  take  your  life  ! 

P.  «  What?  arm'd  for  Virtue  when  I  point  the  pen. 
Brand  the  bold  front  of  fhamelefs  guilty  men ; 
Dalh  the  proud  Gameiler  in  his  gilded  Car ; 
Bare  the  mean  Heart  that  lurks  beneath  a  Star; 
Can  there  be  wanting,  to  defend  Ker  caufe. 
Lights  of  the  Church,  or  Guardians  of  the  Laws  ?  no 
Could  penfion'd  Boileau  lalh  in  honeft  ftrain 
Flatterers  and  Bigots  ev'n  in  Louis'  reign  ? 
Could  Laureate  Dryden  Pimp  and  Friar  engage. 
Yet  neither  Charles  nor  James  be  in  a  rage  ? 

And 


Dives,  inops;  Romae,  feu  fors  ita  jufferit,  exful; 
=  Quifquis  erit  vitae,  fcribam,  color. 

T.  ^  O  puer,  ut  fis 
Vitalis  metuo ;  et  majorum  ne  quis  amicus 
Frigore  te  feriat. 

H.  ^  Quid?  cum  eft  Lucilius  aufus 
Primus  in  hunc  operis  componere  carmina  morem. 


I 
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And  I  not  ^  ftrip  the  gilding  off  a  Knave,  11 5 

Unplac'd,  unpenfion'd,  no  man's  heir  or  flave? 
I  will,  or  periih  in  the  generous  caufe : 
Hear  this,  and  tremble !  you,  who  'fcape  the  Laws. 
Yes,  while  I  live,  no  rich  or  noble  knave 
Shall  walk  the  World,  in  credit,  to  his  grave.  120 

5  To  Virtue  only  and  her  friends  a  Friend, 
The  World  befide  may  murmur,  or  commend. 
Know,  all  the  diftant  din  that  world  can  keep. 
Rolls  o'er  my  Grotto,  and  but  fooths  my  fleep. 
^  There,  my  retreat  the  bell  Companions  grace,     125 
Chiefs  out  of  war,  and  Statefmen  out  of  place. 
There  St.  John  mingles  v^ith  my  friendly  bowl 
The  Feaft  of  Reafon  and  the  Flow  of  foul : 
And  He,  whofe  lightning  pierc'd  th'  Iberian  Lines, 
Now  forms  my  Quincunx,  and  now  ranks  my  Vines ; 

Or 

^  Detraherc  et  pellem,  nitidus  qua  quifque  per  ora 
Cederet,  introrfum  turpis;  num  Laelius,  aut  qui 
Duxit  ab  opprefia  rasritum  Carthagine  nomen, 
Ingenio  offenfi?  aut  laefo  doluere  Mctello, 
Famoufque  Lupo  cooperto  verfibus  ?  atqui 
Primorcs  populi  arripuit,  populumque  tnbutim ; 
Scilicet  s  Uni  aequus  virtuti  atque  ejus  Amicis. 
^  Quin  ubi  fe  a  vulgo  et  fcena  in  fecreta  remoranS 
Virtus  Scipiadae  et  mitis  fapientia  Laeli, 
iNugari  cum  illo,  et  difcindli  ludere,  donee 
Decoqueretur  olas,  foliti. 

Quidquid  fum  ego,  quamvi« 
Vol.  XLVL  N 
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Or  tames  the  Genius  of  the  ftubborn  plain, 
Almoft  as  quickly  as  he  conquer'd  Spain, 

*  Em^-  muH  own,  I  live  among  the  Great, 
No  Pimp  of  pleafure,  and  no  Spy  of  ilate  ; 
With  eyes  that  pry  not,  tongue  that  ne'er  repeats;  135 
Fond  to  fpread  friendfhips,  but  to  cover  heats ; 
To  help  who  want,  to  forward  who  excel ; 
This,  all  who  know  me,  know;  who  love  me,  tell; 
And  who  unknown  defame  me,  let  them  be 
Scribblers  or  Peers,  alike  are  Mob  to  me.  140 

This  is  my  Plea,  on  tliis  I  reil  my  caufc — 
*  What  faith  my  Council,  learned  m  the  laws  ? 

F.  1  Your  Plea  is  good;  but  ftill  I  fay,  beware ! 
Laws  are  explain'd  by  men — fo  have  a  care. 
Jt  ftands on  record,  that  in  Richard's  times  i/^z 

A  man  was  hang'd  for  very  honeil  rhymes  ; 
"  Confult  the  Statute,  "  quart."  I  think,  it  is, 
*'  Edwardi  fext."  or  "  prim,  et  quint.  Eliz." 


Infra  Lucili  cenfom,  ingeniumque;  tamen  me 
^  Cum  magnis  vixifle  invita  fatebitur  ufque 
Invidia;  et  fragUi  quaerens  iUidere  dentem, 
Oi^endetfolido: 

''nifi  quid  tu,  doifle  Trebati, 
DliTentis. 

T.  •  Equidem  nihil  hinc  difEngere  pofTum. 
Sed  tamen  ut  mcnitus  caveas,  ne  forte  negoti 
Incudattibi  quid  fanflarum  infcitia  legum: 

"  ""Si  mala  condidcrit  in  quern  quis  carmina,  jus  eft 
*'  Judiciumque." 
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See  Libels,  Satires — here  you  have  it — read.     ' 

P.  "  Libels  and  Satires  !  lawlefs  things  indeed  I    150 
But  grave  Epiilles,  bringing  Vice  to  light. 
Such  as  a  King  might  read,  a  Bifliop  write. 
Such  as  Sir  Robert  would  approve — 

F.  Indeed? 
The  Cafe  is  altsr'd — you  may  then  proceed;  155 

•  Li  fnch  a  cafe  the  Plaintiff  will  be  hifs'd. 
My  Lords  the  judges  laugh,  and  you  're  difmifs'd. 

.    H.  Efto,  fi  quis  "  mala  :  fed  bona  fi  quis 
Judicc  condldcrit  laudatur  Caefare.  fi  quis 
Opprobriis  dignum  laceraverit,  integer  ipfe. 
T.  °  Solventur  rifu  tabulae :  tu  mifTas  abibis. 
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B  O  O  K     II.       S  AT  I  R  E    IL 

To   Mr.  BETHEL. 

*  T  T  7HAT,  and  how  great,  the  Virtue  and  the  Art 

V  V     To  live  on  little  with  a  cheerful  heart; 

*  (A  doftrine  fage,  but  truly  none  of  mine) 

Let  's  talk,  my  friends,  but  talk  «=  before  we  dine. 

*  Not  when  a  gilt  Buiiet's  reflefted  pride  5 
Turns  you  from  found  Philofophy  afide ; 

Not  when  from  plate  to  plate  your  eye-balls  roll. 
And  the  brain  dances  to  the  mantling  bowl. 

Hear  Bethel's  Sermon,  one  not  vers'd  in  fchools, 
"*  But  ftrong  in  fenfe,  and  wile  without  the  rules.        10 

^  Go  work,  hunt,  exercife  !  (he  thus  began) 
Then  fcorn  a  homely  dinner,  if  you  can. 

Your 


S  A  T  I  R  A      IL 

ay^^U  AE  virtus  et  quanta,  bonl,  fit  vivere  parvo,. 
V^  ('^Nec  meus  hie  fermo :  fed  qua  praecepit  OfelluSj 
Ruiticus,  ^  abnormis  Sapiens,  craffaque  Minerva) 
Difcite,  '  non  inter  lances  menfafque  nitentes; 
Cum  ftupet  infenis  acies  fulgcribus,  et  cum 
Acclinis  falfis  animus  mcliora  recufat : 
'  Verum  hie  impranfi  mecum  difquirite.     Cur  hoc  ? 
Dicam,  fi  potero,  male  verum  examinat  omnis 
Corruptus  judex.     ^  Leporum  fedVatus,  equove 
LaiTus  at)  indomito;  vcl  (fi  Ramana  fatigat 
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-  Your  wine  lock'd  up,  your  Butler  ftroU'd  abroad. 
Or  filh  deny'd  (the  river  yet  unthavv'd), 
H  then  plain  bread  and  milk  will  do  the  feat,  15 

The  pleafure  lies  in  you,  and  not  the  meat. 

^  Preach  as  I  pleafe,  I  doubt  our  curious  men 
Will  chufe  a  pheafant  iHll  before  a  hen ; 
Yet  hens  of  Guinea  full  as  good  1  hold. 
Except  you  eat  the  feathers  green  and  gold.  20 

Of 

Militia  afmetum  graecari)  feu  piia  velox, 
Mollltcr  aufterum  ftudio  fallente  laborem; 
Seu  te  difcus  agit,  pete  cedentem  aera  difco : 
Cum  labor  extulerit  filHdia;  ficcus,  inanis, 
fperne  cibum  vilem:  nifi  Hymettia  mella  Falerno, 
Ne  biberis,  dlluta.     "^  foris  eft  promus,  et  atrum 
Defendens  plfces  hiemat  mare :  cum  fale  panis 
Latrantem  llomachum  bene  leniet.  unde  putas,  aut 
Qui  partum  ?  non  in  caro  nidore  voluptas 
Summa,  fed  in  teipfo  eft.  tu  pulmentaria  quaere 
Sudando.  pinguem  vitiis  albumque  neque  oitrea. 
Nee  fear  us,  aut  poterit  peregrina  juvare  lagoi'o. 

^  Vix  tamen  eripiam,  pofito  pavone,  velib  quin 
Hoc  potius  quam  gallina  teigere  palatum? 
Corruptus  vanis  rerum :  quia  veneat  auro 
Rara  avis,  et  pifta  pandat  fpedacula  cauda : 
Tamquam  ad  rem  attineat  quldquam.  Num  vefceris  ilia, 
Quam  laudas,  pluraa?  co£lovc  num  adeft  honor  idem? 
Came  tamen  quam  vis  diftat  nihil  hac,  magis  iUa; 
Imparibus  formis  deceptum  te  patet,  efto. 
Unde  datum  fentis  lupus  hie,  Tiberinus,  an  alto 
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•  Of  carps  and  mullets  why  prefer  the  great, 
(Though  cut  in  pieces  ere  my  Lord  can  eat) 
Yet  for  fmall  Turbots  fach  efleem  profefs? 
Becaufe  God  made  thefe  large,  the  other  lefs. 

^  Oldiield,  with  more  than  Harpy  throat  endued,      25 

Cries,  "  Send  me,  Gods !  a^whole  Hog  barbecued  !" 

Oh  blaft  it,  "  South-winds !  till  a  ftench  exhale 

Rank  as  the  ripenefs  of  a  rabbit's  tail. 

By  what  Criterion  do  you  eat,  d'ye  think. 

If  this  is  priz'd  for  fweetnefs,  that  for  ftink?  3» 

When  the  tir'd  glutton  labours  through  a  treat. 

He  finds  no  reliih  in  the  fweeteft  meat. 

He  calls  for  fomething  bitter,  fomething  four. 

And  the  rich  feaft  concludes  extremely  poor : 

•  Cheap  eg^s,  and  herbs,  and  olives,  ftiil  we  fee  ;     35 
Thus  much  is  left  of  old  Simplicity  ! 

The 


Captus  hiet?  pontefne  inter  jaflatus,  an  amnis 

OIHa  fub  Tufci?  ^  laudas,  infane,  tiilibrem 

Mullum;  in  fingula  quem  minuas  pulmenta  necefTe  efl. 

Ducit  le  fpecies,  video,  quo  pertinet  ergo 

Proceros  odifTe  lupcs  ?  quia  fcilicet  iliis 

Majorcm  natura  moduni  dedit,  his  breve  pcndus. 

Jejunus  raro  llomachus  vulgaria  temnit. 

'"  Forreitum  magno  magnum  fpeclare  catino 
Vellem,  ait  Harpyiis  gula  digna  rapacious.    At  vos, 
■Praefentes  Auftri,  coquite  horum  opfonia;  quamquam 
Putet  aper  rhombufque  recens,  mala  copia  quando 
Aegrum  foUicitat  ilomachum;  cum  rapula  plenus 
Atque  acidas  mavult  inulas.  °  necdum  omnis  abacla 
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r  The  RoDin-red-breail  till  of  late  had  reft. 

And  children  facred  held  a  Martin's  neft. 

Till  Beccaiicos  fold  fo  dev'lifh  dear 

To  one- that  was,  or  would  have  been,  a  Peer.  4* 

<  Let  me  extol  a  Cat,  on  oyfters  fed, 

I  '11  have  a  Party  at  the  Bedford-head ; 

Or  ev'n  to  crack  live  Crawfifh  recommend; 

I  'd  never  doubt  at  Court  to  make  a  friend. 

■^  'Tis  yet  in  vain,  I  own,  to  keep  a  pother  45 

About  one  vice,  and  fall  into  the  other : 
Between  Excefs  and  Famine  lies  a  mean ; 
Plain,  but  not  fordid;  though  not  fplendid,  clean. 

■  Avidien,  or  liis  Wife,  (no  matter  which. 
For  him  you  '11  call  a '  dog,  and  her  a  bitch)  5® 

Sell  their  prefented  partridges,  and  fruits. 
And  humbly  live  on  rabbits,  and  on  roots : 

One 


Pauperies- epulis  return:  nam  vilibus  ovis 
Nigrifque  eft  oleis  hodie  locus.     Hand  ita  pridem 
Galloni  praeconis  erat  accipenfere  menfa 
Jnfarais.  quid?  turn  rhombos  minus  aequcra  alebant? 
P  Tutus  erat  rhombus,  tutoque  ciconia  nido. 
Donee  vos  auclor  docult  praetorius.    ergo 
^  Si  quis  nunc  merges  fuaves  edLxerit  aflbs. 
Pare  bit  parvi  docilis  Romanajuventus. 

"  Sordidus  a  tenui  viftus  diftabit,  Ofello 
Judice :  nam  fruftra  vitium  vitaveris  iitud. 
Si  te  alio  pravus  detorferis.  «  Avidienus, 
*  Cui  Canis  ex  vero  duftum  cognomen  adhaeret, 
Quinquennes  oleas  ell,  et  fyivefiria  coma; 
N4 
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*  One  half- pint  bottle  ferves  them  both  to  dine. 

And  is  at  once  their  vinegar  and  wine. 

But  on  fome  "'  lucky  day  (as  when  they  found  55 

A  loft  Bank,  bill,  or  heard  their  fon  was  drown'd). 

At  fuch  a  feaft,  ^  old  vinegar  to  fpare. 

Is  what  two  fouls  fo  generous  cannot  bear : 

-Oil,  though  it  ftink,  they  drop  by  drop  impart. 

But  fowfe  the  cabbage  with  a  bounteous  heart.  60 

y  He  knov/sto  Uve,  who  keeps  the  middle  ftate. 
And  neither  leans  on  tliis  fide,  nor  on  that; 
Nor  ^  ftops,  for  one  bad  cork,  his  butler's  pay. 
Swears,  like  Albutius,  a  good  cook  away; 
J^or  lets,  Hke  ^  Nsevius,  .every  error  pafs,  65 

"The  mufty  wine,  foul  cloth,  or  greafy  glais. 

^  Now  hear  what  bleffings  Temperance  can  bring : 
(Thus  (sad  our  friead,  and  what  he  faid  I  fing) 

Firft 


■"  Ac,  niif  mutatum,  parcit  defundere  vinum;  ec 
Cujus  odorem  olei  nequeas  perferre  (licebit 
Ille  repotia,  natales,  aliofque  dierum 
*  Feftos  albatus  celebret)  cornu  ipfe  bilibri 
Caulibus  inftillat,  ^  veteris  non  parcus  aceti. 
Quali  igitur  vidu  fapiens  utetur,  et  horum 
Utrum  imit<abitur  ?  hac  urget  lupus,  hac  canis,  aiunt, 
•y  Mundus  erit,  qua  non  oiiendat  fordibus,  atque 
In  neutram  partem  cultus  mifer.     ^  Hie  neque  fervis 
Albuti  fenis  exemplo,  dum  munia  didit, 
Saevus  erit :  nee  fic  ut  fimplex^  Naevius,  unftam 
Convivis  praebetit  aquam :  vitium  hoc  quoque  magnum. 
"Accipe  nunc,  viftus  tenuis  quae  quantaque  fecum 
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«  FirftHealth:  The  ftomach  (cramm'd  from  every  difli, 
A  tomb  of  boil'd  and  roaft,  and  flefh  and  fifli,  70 

Where  bile,  and  wind,  and  phlegm,  and  acid  jar. 
And  all  the  man  is  one  inteftine  war) 
Remembers  oft  "*  the  School-boy's  fimple  fare. 
The  temperate  fleeps,  and  fpirits  light  as  air. 

®  How  pale,  each  Worfhipful  and  Reverend  gueft  75 
Rife  from  a  Clergy,  or  a  City  feall ! 
What  life  in  all  that  ample  body,  fay  ? 
What  heavenly  particle  infpires  the  clay.? 
The  Soul  fubfides,  and  wickedly  inclines 
To  feem  but  mortal,  ev'n  in  found  Divines.  80 

^  On  morning  wings  how  adive  fprings  the  Mind 
That  leaves  the  load  of  yefterday  beliind ! 
How  eafy  every  labour  it  purfues ! 
How  coming  to  the  Poet  every  Mufe ! 

Not 


Afferat.     <^In  primis  valeas  bene;  nam  variae  res 
Ut  noceant  homini,  credas,  memor  illius  efcae. 
Quae  fimplex  olim''  tibi  federit.   at  firaul  affis 
Mifcueris  elixa,  .fimul  conchylia  turdis ; 
Dulcia  fe  in  bilem  vertent,  ftomachoque  tumultum 
Lenta  feret  pituita.    •=  Vides,  ut  pallidus  omnis 
Coena  defurgat  dubia  ?  quin  corpus  onuftum 
Hefternis  vitiis  animum  quoque  praegravat  una, 
Atque  affigit  humo  divinae  particulam  aurae. 

*^ Alter,  ubi  dido  citius  curata  fopori 
Membra  dedit,  vegetus  praefcripta  ad  munia  furgit. 
E  Hie  tamen  ad  melius  poterit  tranfcurrere  quondam ; 
Sive  diem  feftum  rediens  advexerit  annus. 
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s  Not  but  we  may  exceed,  fome  holy  time,  "85 

Or  tir'd  in  fearch  of  Truth,  or  fearch  of  Pvhyme ; 

111  health  fome  juft  indulgence  may  engage; 

And  more  the  ficknefs  of  long  life.  Old-age  ; 

^  For  fainting  Age  what  cordial  drop  remains. 

If  our  intemperate  Youth  the  veffel  drains  ?  90 

^  Our  fathers  prais'd  rank  Ven'fon.     You  fuppofe. 
Perhaps,  young  men  !  our  fathers  had  no  nofe. 
Not  fo :  a  Buck  was  then  a  week's  repaft. 
And  'twas  their  point,  I  ween,  to  make  it  laft ;  94 

Mora  pleas'd  to  keep  it  till  their  friends  could  come. 
Than  eat  the  fweeteft  by  themielves  at  home. 
^^  Why  had  not  I  in  thofe  good  times  my  birth. 
Ere  coxcomb  pyes  or  coxcombs  were  on  earth  ? 

Unworthy  he,  the  voice  of  Fame  to  hear, 
5  That  fweeteft  mufic  to  an  honeft  ear  j  100 

(For 


Seu  recreare  volet  tenuatum  corpus :  ubique 
Accedent  anni,  et  traclari  mollius  aetas 
Imbecilla  volet.     ^  Tibi  quidnam  accedet  ad  illam, 
Quam  puer  et  validus  praefumis,  moUitiem ;  feu 
Dura  valetudo  incident,  feu  tarda  fenedlus  ? 

*  Rancidum  aprum  antiqui  laudabant :  non  quia  nafus 
mis  nullus  erat ;  fed,  credo,  hac  mente,  quod  hofpes 
Tardius  adveniens  vitiatum  commodius,  quam 
Integram  edax  dominus  confumeret.    ^  hos  utinam  inter 
Htroas  naturn  tellus  me  prima  tuliffet. 

1  Das  aliquid  famae,  quae  carmine  gratior  aurem 
Occupet  humanam  ?  grandes  rhombi,  padnaeque 
Grande  ferunt  una  "  cum  damno  dedecus.  addc 
2 
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(For  'faith.  Lord  Fanny !  you  are  in  the  v/rong. 

The  world's  good  word  is  better  than  a  fong) 

Who  has  not  learn'd,  "^  frefh  fturgeon  and  ham-pye 

Are  no  rewards  for  want,  and  infamy ! 

When  Luxury  has  lick'd  up  all  thy  pelf,  iq£ 

Curs'd  be  thy  "  neighbours,  thy  truftees,  thyfelf. 

To  friends,  to  fortune,  to  mankind  a  (hame. 

Think  how  pofterity  will  treat  thy  name ; 

And  °  buy  a  rope,  that  future  times  may  tell 

Thou  haft  at  leaft  beftow'd  one  penny  well. 

P  *■'  Right,  cries  his  Lordihip,  for  a  rogue  in  need 
"  To  have  a  tafte,  is  infolence  indeed : 
*'  In  me  'tis  noble,  fuits  my  birth  and  ftate, 
"  My  wealth  unwieldy,  i  and  my  heap  too  great.'* 
Then,  like  the  Sun,  let  Bounty  fpread  her  ray,         i  r^ 
And  Ihine  that  fuperfluity  away. 
Oh  Impudence  of  wealth !  with  all  thy  ftore. 
How  dar'ft  thou  let  one  worthy  man  be  poor  ? 

Shall 


*  Iratum  patruum,  vicinos,  te  tibi  iniquum, 
Et  fruilra  mortis  cupidum,  cum  deerit  egenti 

•  As,  laquei  pretium. 

P  Jure,  inquit,  Traufius  ifH» 
Jugator  verbis :  ego  vecligalia  magna, 
Divitiafque  habeo  tribus  amplas  regibus.     <J  Ergo, 
Quod  fuperat,  non  eft  melius  quo  infumere  poflis? 
Cur  eget  indignus  quifquam,  te  divite?  quare 
^  Templa  ruunt  antiqui  Deum?  cur  improbe,  carac 
Non  aliquid  patriae  tanto  emctiris  acervo? 
Uai  nimirum  tibi  rede  femper  erunt  res  ? 
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Shall  half  the  ^  new-built  churches  round  thee  fall? 
Make  Keys,  build  Bridges,  or  repair  \Vhitehall :     120 
Or  to  thy  Country  let  that  heap  be  lent. 
As  M**o's  was,  but  not  at  five  per  cent, 

^  Who  thinks  that  Fortune  cannot  change  her  mind. 
Prepares  a  dreadful  jeft  for  all  mankind. 
And  t  whoitands  fafeft?  tell  me,  is  it  he  125 

That  fpreads  and  fwells  in  pufF'd  Profperity, 
Or  blell  with  little,  whofe  preventing  care 
In  peace  provides  fit  arms  againft  a  war? 

"  Thus  Bethel  fpoke,  who  always  {peaks  his  thought. 
And  always  thinks  the  very  thing  he  ought:  130 

His  equal  mind  I  copy  what  I  can. 
And  as  I  love,  would  imitate  the  Man. 
Ii  South-fea  days  not  happier,  when  furmis'd 
The  Lord  of  thoufands,  than  if  now  "  Excis'd  ; 
In  foreft  planted  by  a  Father's  hand,  135 

Than  in  five  acres  now  of  rented  land. 

Content 


*  O  magnus  pofthac  inimicis  rifus !  uterne 
^  Ad  cafus  dubios  fidet  fibi  certius  ?  hie,  qui 
Pluribus  affuerit  mentem  corpufque  fuperbum ; 
An  qui  contentus  parvo  mctuenfque  futuri. 
In  pace,  ut  fapiens,  aptarit  idonea  bello  ? 

"  Quo  magis  his  credas :  puer  hunc  ego  parvus  Ofellum 
Integris  opibus  novi  non  latius  ufum, 
Quam  nunc  ""  accifis.     Videas,  metato  in  agello. 
Cum  pecore  et  gnatis,  fortem  mercede  colonum, 
Non  ego,  narrantem,  temere  edi  luce  profefta 
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Content  with  little  I  can  piddle  here 

On  "  brocoli  and  mutton,  round  the  year; 

But  y  ancient  friends  (though  poor,  or  out  of  play) 

That  touch  my  bell,  I  cannot  turn  away.  140 

'Tis  true,  no  ^  Turbots  dignify  my  boards. 

But  gudgeons,  flounders,  what  my  Thames  affords : 

To  Hounflovv-heath  I  point,  and  Banfted-down, 

Thence  comes  your  mutton,  and  thefe  chicks  my  own: 

*  From  yon  old  walnut-tree  a  (hower  fhall  fallj        145: 

And  grapes,  long-lingering  on  my  only  wall. 

And  figs  from  ftandard  and  efpalier  join  ; 

The  devil  is  in  you  if  you  cannot  dine  ; 

Then  '^  chearful  healths  (your  Miftrefs  fhall  have  place) ; 

And,  what  's  more  rare,  a  Poet  fhall  f:iy  Grace.       150 

Fortune  not  much  of  humbling  me  can  boaft ; 
Though  double  tax'd,  how  little  have  I  loft ! 

My, 


Quidquam,  praeter  ^  olus  fumofae  cum  pede  perna«, 
Ac  milii  feu  y  longum  poll  tempus  vcnerat  hofpes^ 
Sive  operum  vacuo  gratus  conviva  per  imbrem 
Vicinus ;  bene  erat,  non  ^  pifcibus  urbe  petitis, 
Sed  puUo  atque  hoedo:  turn  *penfilis  uva  fecundas 
Et  nux  ornabat  menfas,  cum  duplice  ficu. 
Poft  hoc  ludus  erat  ^  cuppa  potare  magiftra: 
Ac  venerata  Ceres,  ita  culmo  furgeret  alto, 
Explicuit  vino  contradlae  feria  frontis. 

Saeviat  atque  novos  moveat  Fortuna  tumultus ! 
Quantum  hinc  imminuet?  quanto  aut  ego  par:;  ;:    aut 
vos. 
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My  Life's  amufements  have  been  juft  the  fame. 

Before,  and  after  ^  Standing  Armies  came. 

My  lands  are  fold,  my  father's  hoafe  is  gone;         155 
I  '11  hire  another's ;  is  not  that  my  own. 

And  yours,  ray  friends  ?  through  whofe  free  opening  gate 
None  comes  too  early,  none  departs  too  late; 
(For  I,  who  hold  fage  Homer's  rale  the  brfl. 
Welcome  the  coming,  fpeed  the  going  gaeft.)  160 

"  Pray  heaven  it  lafl!   (cries  Swift)  as  you  go  on; 
"'  I  wiili  to  God  this  hoafe  had  been  yojr  own: 
"  Pity  1  to  build,  without  a  fon  or  wife  ; 
*'  Whv,  you  '11  enjoy  it  only  all  your  life." 
Well,  if  the  ufe  be  mine,  can  it  concern  one,  1 6^ 

Whether  the  name  belong  to  Pope  or  Vernon  ? 
What  's  ^  Property  ?  dear  Swift !  you  fee  it  alter 
From  you  to  me,  from  me  to  ^  Peter  Walter; 
Or,  in  a  mortgage,  prove  a  Lawyer's  fhare ; 
Or,  in  a  jointure,  vaniili  from  the  heir;  170 

Or  in  pure  *"  equity  (the  cafe  not  clear) 
The  Chancery  takes  your  rents  for  twenty  year : 
At  beft,  it  falls  to  fome  s  ungracious  fon. 
Who  cries,  "  My  father  's  damn'd,  and  ail 's  my  own." 

Shades, 

O  pueri,  nituiftis,  ut  hue  "^  novus  incola  venit  ? 
Nam  ^  propriae  telluris  herum  natura  neque  ilium. 
Nee  me,  nee  quemquam  ftatuit.  nos  expulit  ille ; 
Ilium  aut  ^  nequities  aut  ^  vafri  infcitia  juris, 
Poflremum  expellet  certe  s  vivacior  heres. 
*  Nunc  ager  Umbreni  fub  nomine,  nuper  Ofelli 
Diclus  erat ;  nulli  proprius  j  fed  cedit  in  ufma 
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"  Shades,  that  to  Bacon  could  retreat  afford,  175 

Become  the  portion  of  a  booby  Lord ; 

And  Hemfley,  once  proud  Buckingham's  delight. 

Slides  to  a  Scrivener,  or  a  City  Knight. 

^  Let  lands  and  houfes  have  what  lords  they  will. 

Let  Us  be  fix'd,  and  our  own  mailers  frill.  1 80 


Nunc  mihi,  nunc  alii.  ^  quocirca  vivite  fortes, 
Forticique  advcrfis  cpporjite  pedlora  rebus. 
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BOOK     I.      EPISTLE     I. 

TO   LORD    BOLINGBROKE. 

ST.  John,  wliofe  love  indulg'd  my  labours  part. 
Matures  my  prcfent,  and  fhall  bound  my  laft  ! 
Why  ''  will  you  break  the  fabbath  cf  my  days  ? 
Now  fick  alike  of  Envy  and  of  Praife. 
Public  too  long,  ah  let  me  hide  my  Age!  r 

See  modell  "^  Gibber  now  has  left  the  Stage : 
Our  Generals  now,  ^  retir'd  to  their  Eftates, 
Hang  their  Old  Trophies  o'er  the  Garden  gates. 
In  Life's  cool  Evening  fatiate  cf  Applaufe, 
Nor  ^  fond  of  bleeding,  ev'n  in  Brunswick's  caufe.. 

^  A  voice  there  is,  that  whifpers  in  my  ear, 
('Tis  Reafon's  voice,  which  fometimes  one  can  hear) 
**  Friend  Pope !  be  prudent,  let  your  §  Mufe  take  breath,. 
♦'  And  never  gallop  Pegafus  to  death ; 

"  Let 

E  P  I  S  T  O  L  A      I. 

PRIMA  di6le  mihi,  fumma  dicende  camena, 
^  Spedlatum  fatis,  et  donatum  jam  rude,  quaeris, 
Maecenas,  iterum  antiquo  me  includere  ludo. 
Non  eadem  eft  aetas,  non  mens.     "^  Veianius,  armis 
^  Herculis  ad  poftem  fixis,  latet  abditus  agro; 
Ne  populum  ^  extrema  toties  exoret  arena. 

*'  Eft  mihi  p^rgatam  crebro  qui  perfonet  aurem; 
Solve  8  fenefcentem  mature  fanus  equum,  ne 
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"'  Left  ftifF,  and  ftately,  void  of  fire  or  force,  1 5 

*'  You  limp,  like  Blackmore,  on  a  Lord  Mayor's  horfe." 

Farewell  then  ■>  Verfe,  and  Love,  and  every  Toy, 
The  Rhymes  and  Rattles  of  the  Man  or  Boy  ; 
What '  right,  what  true,  what  fit  we  juftly  call. 
Let  this  be  all  my  care — for  this  is  All :  2» 

To  lay  this  "^  harveft  up,  and  hoard  with  hafte. 
What  every  day  will  want,  and  moft,  the  laft. 

But  afk  not,  to  what  ^  Doftors  I  apply  ? 
Sworn  to  no  Mailer,  of  no  Sed  am  I: 
As  drives  the  ^  ftorm,  at  any  door  1  knock,  25 

And  houfe  with  Montagne  now,  or  now  with  Locke: 
Sometimes  a  "  Patriot,  aftive  in  debate. 
Mix  with  the  World,  and  battle  for  the  State, 
Free  as  young  Lyttelton,  her  caufe  purfue. 
Still  true  to  Virtue,  °  and  as  warm  as  true:  30 

Sometimes  with  Ariftippus,  or  St.  Paul, 
Indulge  my  candour,  and  grow  all  to  all ; 

Back 


Peccet  ad  extremum  ridendus,  et  ilia  ducat. 
Nunc  itaque  et ''  verfus,  et  caetera  ludicra  pono : 
Quid  '  verum  atque  decens,  euro  et  rogo,  et  omnis  in 

hoc  fum  : 
^  Condo,  et  compono,  quae  mox  depromere  poflim. 
Ac  ne  forte  roges, '  quo  me  duce,  quo  Lare  tuter: 
Nullius  addidus  jurare  in  verba  magiftri, 
^Quo  me  cunque  rapit  tempeftas,  deferor  hofpcs. 
Nunc  agilis  fio,  et  mcrfor  "  civillbus  undis, 
Virtutis  verae  cuftos,  °  rigidufque  fatclles: 
Vol.  XLVL  O 
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Back  to  my  p  native  Moderation  Hide, 
And  win  my  way  by  yielding  to  the  tide. 

*i  Long,  as  to  him  who  works  for  debt,  the  day,    35 
•Long  as  the  Night  to  her  whofe  Love  's  away. 
Long  as  the  Year's  dull  circle  feems  to  run. 
When  the  brlfk  Minor  pants  for  twenty-one; 
So  flow  th'  ■■  unprofitable  moments  roll. 
That  lock  up  all  the  Functions  of  my  foul ;  40 

That  keep  me  from  myfelf;  and  Hill  delay 
Life's  inftant  bufmefs  to  a  future  day: 
That  ^  tafk,  which  as  we  follow,  or  defpife. 
The  eldeft  is  a  fool,  the  youngeft  wife  : 
Which  done,  the  pooreft  can  no  wants  endure;  45 

And  which  not  done,  the  richell  mult  be  poor. 

*  Late  as  it  is,  I  put  myfelf  10  fchool. 
And  feel  fomc  "  comfort,  not  to  be  a  fool. 
'*'  Weak  though  I  am  of  limb,  and  (hort  of  fight, 
Jar  from  a  Lynx,  and  not  a  Giant  quite:  50 

I'll 


Nunc  in  Ariftippi  p  furtim  praecepta  relabor, 
Et  mihi  res,  non  me  rebus,  fubjungere  conor. 

1  Ut  nox  longa,  quibus  mentitur  arnica;  diefque 
Lenta  videtur  opus  debentibus :  ut  piger  annus 
Pupillis,  quos  dura  premit  cuftodia  matrum : 
Sic  mihi  tarda  "■  fluunt  ingrataque  tempora,  quae  fpem 
Confiliumque  morantur  agendi  gnaviter  « id,  quod 
Aeque  pauperibus  prodell:,  locupletibus  aeque, 
Aeque  negledlum  pueris  fenibufque  nocebit. 

'  Reftat,  ut  his  ego  me  ipfe  regam  "folerque  elementis ; 
*■  Ncn  poflis  oculo  quantum  contendere  Lynceus ; 
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I  'II  do  what  Mead  and  Chdelden  advife. 
To  keep  thefe  limbs,  and  to  preferve  thefe  eyeso 
Not  to  ^  go  back,  is  fomewhat  to  advance. 
And  men  mufl:  walk  at  leall  before  they  dance. 

Say,  does  thy  y  blood  rebel,  thy  bofom  move        55 
With  wretched  Avarice,  or  as  wretched  Love  ? 
Know,  there  are  Worlds,  and  Spells,  which  can  control 
*  Between  the  Fits  this  Fever  of  the  foul : 
Know,  there  are  Rhymes,  which  ^  frefli  and  frelh  apply'd 
Will  cure  the  arrant'll  Puppy  of  his  Pride.  60 

Be  ^  furioQs,  envious,  flothful,  mad,  or  drunk, 
•=  Slave  to  a  Wife,  or  Vaffal  to  a  Punk, 
A  Switz,  a  High-dutch,  or  a  Low-dutch  "^  Bear; 
All  that  we  aflc  is  but  a  patient  Ear. 

=  'Tis  the  firft  Virtue,  Vices  to  abhor;  65 

And  the  firft  Wifdom,  to  be  Fool  no  more. 

But 


Non  tamen  idcirco  contemnas  lippus  inungi : 
Nee,  quia  defperes  invifti  membra  Glyconis, 
Nodofa  corpus  nolis  prohibere  chiragra. 
Eft  quadam  prodire  ^  tenus,  fi  non  datur  ultra. 

^Fervet  avarltia,  miferoque  cnpidine  pedus? 
Sunt  verba  et  voces,  quibus  hunc  lenire  dolorem 
Polfis,  et  ^  magnam  morbi  deponere  partem. 
Laudis  amore  turoes  ?  funt  ^  certa  piacula,  quae  te 
Ter  pure  lefto  poterunt  recreare  libello. 

^  Invidus,  iracundus,  iners,  vinofus,  *^  amator  ; 
Nemo  "^  adeo  ferus  eft,  ut  non  mitefcere  poffit. 
Si  modo  cu'turae  patientem  commodet  aurem. 

"■  Virtus  eft,  vitium  fugere ;  et  fapientia  prima, 
O  z 
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But  to  the  world  no  ^  bugbear  is  fo  great. 

As  want  of  figure,  and  a  fmall  Eftatc. 

To  either  India  fee  the  Merchant  fly, 

Scar'd  at  the  fpeftre  of  pale  Poverty  !  7© 

See  him,  with  pains  of  body,  pangs  of  foul. 

Burn  through  the  Tropic,  freeze  beneath  the  Pole ! 

"Wilt  thou  do  nothing  for  a  nobler  end. 

Nothing,  to  make  Philofophy  thy  friend  ? 

To  flop  thy  foolifh  views,  thy  long  defires,  75 

And  s  eafe  thy  heart  of  all  that  it  admires  ? 

^  Here  Wifdom  calls :  »  "  Seek  Virtue  firft,  be  bold ! 

"  x'\s  Gold  to  Silver,  Virtue  is  to  Gold." 

There,  London's  voice,  ^  "  Get  Money,  Money  ftill ! 

•'  And  then  let  Virtue  follow,  if  (he  will."  80 

This,  this  the  faving  doftrine,  preach'd  to  all. 

From  '  low  St.  James's  up  to  high  St.  Paul  I 

From 


Stultitia  caruiffe.  vides,  quae  ^  maxima  credis 

Efle  mala,  exiguum  cenfum,  turpemque  repulfam, 

Quanto  devites  animi  capitifque  labore. 

Impiger  extremos  curris  mercator  ad  Indos, 

Per  5  mare  pauperiem  fugiens,  per  faxa,  per  ignes : 

Ne  cures  ^  ea,  quae  flulte  miraris  et  optas, 

Difcere,  et  audire,  et  meliori  credere  non  vis .'' 

Quis  circum  pagos  et  circum  compita  pugnax 

Magna  corcnari  contemnat  Olympia,  cui  fpes, 

Cui  fit  conditio  dulcis  fine  pulvere  palmae  ? 

*'  '  Villus  argentum  eft  auro,  virtutibus  aurum. 

«t  k  O  cives,  cives !  quaerenda  pecunia  primum  eft; 

"  Virtus  poft  nummos :"  haec  '  Janus  fummus  ab  imo 


I 
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From  him  whofe  ""  quills  ftand  quiver'd  at  his  ear. 
To  him  who  notches  flicks  at  Wellminfter. 

Bernard  in  "  fpirit,  fenfe,  and  truth  abounds ;         85 
*'  Pray   then,   what  wants  her"    Fourfcore  thoufand 

pounds  ? 
A  penfion,  or  fuch  Harnefs  for  a  flave 
As  Bug  now  has,  and  Dorimant  would  have. 
Barnard,  thou  art  a  °  Cit  with  all  thy  worth ; 
But  Bug  and  D*l,  Their  Honours,  and  (o  forth,        90 

Yet  every  p  child  another  fong  will  fing, 
"  Virtue,  brave  boys !   'tis  Virtue  makes  a  King." 
True,  confcious  Honour,  is  to  feel  no  fin. 
He  's  arm'd  without  that  's  innocent  within; 
Be  this  thy  1  Screen,  and  this  thy  Wall  of  Brafs ;       95 
Compar'd  to  this,  a  MiniRer  's  an  Afs, 

'  And  fay,  to  which  fhall  our  applaufe  belong, 
This  new  Court-jargon,  or  the  good  old  fong  ? 
The  modern  language  of  corrupted  Peers, 
Or  what  was  fpoke  at '  Cressy  or  Poitiers?      100 

Who 


Prodocet:  haec  recinunt  juvenes  didata  fenefque, 
"*  Laevo  fufpenfi  loculos  tabulamque  iacerto. 

Eft"  animus  tibi,  funt  mores,  ell:  lingua,  fidefque; 
Sed  quadringentis  fex  feptem  millia  defmt. 
°  Plebs  eris.  p  at  pueri  ludentes.  Rex  eris,  aiunt. 
Si  rc6l:e  fades.     Hie  1  murus  aheneus  efto. 
Nil  confcire  fibi,  nulla  pallefcere  culpa. 

■■  Rofcia,  die  fodes,  melior  lex,  an  puerorum  ell: 
Naenia,  quae  regnum  ref:>  facientlbus  oiFert, 
Et  maribus «  Curiis  et  deccintata  Camillis  ? 
O3 
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*  Whocounfels  beft?  who  whifpers,  "  Be  but  great, 

"  With  Praife  or  Infamy  leave  that  to  fate ; 

**  Get  Place  and  Wealth,  if  pofiible  with  grace ; 

"  If  not,  by  any  mean*,  get  Wealth  and  Place." 

For  what?  to  have  a  "  Box  where  Eunuchs  (wg,     105 

And  foremoft  in  the  Circle  eye  a  King. 

Or  '*'  he,  who  bids  thee  face  v/ith  ileady  view  y 

Proud  Fortune,  and  look  fhallovv  Greatnefs  through :  > 

And,  ^  while  he  bids  thee,  lets  th'  Example  too  ?        J 

If  y  fuch  a  Dodrine,  in  St.  James's  air,  110 

Should  chance  to  make  the  well-drell  Rabble  ftare^ 

In  honefl:  S*z  take  fcandal  at  a  Spark, 

That  lefs  admires  the  ^  Palace  tlian  the  Park : 

Faith,  I  Ihall  give  the  anfwer  ^  Reynard  gave: 

*'  I  cannot  like,  dread  Sire,  your  Royal  Cave;        115 

*'  Becaufe  I  fee,  by  all  the  tracks  about, 

"  Full  many  a  Beail  goes  in,  but  none  come  out." 

Adiea 


'  Ifne  tibi  melius  fuadet,  qui,  "  Rem  facias;  rem, 
"  Si  pofiis,  redle;  fi  non,  quocunque  modo  rem." 
Ut  "  pre/plus  fpedes  lacrymofa  poemau  Pupi! 
An,,  ^  qui  fortunae  te  refponfare  fuperbae 
Liberum  et  ereclum,  "  praefens  hortatur  et  aptat  ? 

y  Quod  fi  me  Populus  Romanus  forte  roget,  cur 
Non,  ut  ^  porticibus,  fic  judiciis  fruar  ifdem: 
Nee  fequar  aut  fugiam,  quae  diligit  ipfe  vel  odit;. 
Olim  quod  ^  vulpes  aegroto  cauta  leoni 
Refpondit,  referam :  Quia  me  veftigia  terrent 
Omnia  te  adverfam  fpeftamia,  nulla  retrorfum- 
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Adieu  to  Virtue,  if  you  're  once  a  Slave : 
Send  her  to  Court,  you  fend  her  to  her  grave. 

Well,  if  a  King  's  a  Lion,  at  the  leaft  120 

The  ^  People  are  a  many-headed  Beail: 
Can  they  diredl  what  meafures  to  purfue. 
Who  know  themfelves  fo  little  what  to  do  ? 
Alike  in  nothing  but  one  Lull:  of  Gold, 
J  uft  half  the  land  would  buy,  and  half  be  fold :  125 

Their  '^  Country's  wealth  our  mightier  Mifers  drain. 
Or  crofs,  to  plunder  Provinces,  the  Main; 
The  reft,  feme  farm  the  Poor-box,  fome  the  Pews; 
Some  keep  Affemblies,  and  would  keep  the  Stews; 
Some  '^  with  fat  Backs  en  childlefs  dotards  fawn;    130 
Some  win  rich  V/idov/s  by  their  Chine  and  Brawn; 
While  with  the  fxlent  growth  of  ten  per  cent. 
In  dirt  and  darknefs,  ^  hundreds  ftink  content. 

Of  all  thefe  ways,  if  each  ^  purfues  his  own. 
Satire,  be  kind,  and  let  the  wretch  alone :  135 

Bat  fliew  me  one  who  has  it  in  his  power 
To  aft  confiftent  with  himfelf  an  hour. 

So 


^  Eellua  multorum  ell  capiium.  nam  quid  fequar  auL 
quern  ? 
Pars  hominum  geftit  •=  condacere  publlca  :  funt  qui 
^  Cruftis  et  pomis  viduas  venentur  avaras, 
Excipiantque  fenes,  quos  in  vivaria  mittant : 
"  Multis  occulto  crefcit  res  fenore.  ^  verum 
Efto,  aliis  alios  rebus  ftudiifque  teneri : 
lidem  eadem  pofl'unt  hcram  durare  probantes  ? 
O4 


mean,  > 

;  145  i 


see  P  O  P  E  '  S     P  O  E  M  S. 

Sir  Job  «  fail'd  forth,  the  evening  bright  and  ftill, 

"  No  place  on  earth  (he  cry'd)  like  Greenwich  hill!" 

*  Up  ftarts  a  Palace,  lo,  th'  obedient  bafe  140 

Slopes  at  its  foot,  the  woods  its  fides  embrace. 

The  filver  Thames  reflecb  its  marble  face. 

Now  let  fome  whimfey,  or  that  ^  Devil  within 

Which  guides  all  thofe  who  know  not  what  they  m^i 

But  give  the  Knight  (or  give  his  Lady)  fpleen 

"  Away,  away  !  take  all  your  fcaftolds  down, 

"  For  Snug  's  the  word :  My  dear  !  we  '11  Hve  in  Town.** 

At  amorous  Flavio  is  the  ^  flocking  thrown  ? 
That  very  night  he  longs  to  lie  alone. 
^  The  Fool,  whofe  Wife  elopes  fome  thrice  a  quarter. 
For  matrimonial  fclace  dies  a  martyr. 
Did  ever  ""  Proteus,  Merlin,  any  witch. 
Transform  themfelves  fo  ftrangely  as  the  Rich  ? 
Well,  but  the  "  Poor — The  Poor  have  the  fame  itch 
They  change  their  °  weekly  Barber,  weekly  News,  1 5  5 
Prefer  a  new  Japanner,  to  their  fhoesj 

Difcharge 


8  Nullus  in  orbe  fmus  Bails  praelucet  amoenis. 
Si  dixit  dives ;  ^  lacus  et  mare  fentit  amorem 
Feftinantis  heri :  cui  fi »  vitiofa  libido 
Fecerit  aufpicium ;  eras  ferramenta  Teanum 
Tolletis,  fabri.  ^  ledus  geniaiis  in  aula  eft  ? 
Nil  ait  efi'e  prius,  melius  nil  coelibe  vita: 
'  Si  non  eft,  jurat  bene  folis  efle  maritis. 

™  Quo  teneam  vultus  mutantem  Protea  noda? 
Quid  "  pauper  ?  rids :  mutat  °  coenacula,  leftos, 
2 
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Difcharge  their  Garrets,  move  their  beds,  and  run 
(They  know  not  vvhither)  in  a  Chaife  and  one ; 
They  p  hire  their  TcuUer,  and  when  once  aboard. 
Grow  fick,  and  damn  the  climate — like  a  Lord.      i6o 

1  You  laugh,  half-Beau,  half-Sloven  if  1  ftand. 
My  wig  all  powder,  and  all  fnufFmy  band; 
You  laugh,  if  coat  and  breeches  Itrangely  vary. 
White  gloves,  and  linen  worthy  Lady  Mary ! 
But  when  "^  no  Prelate's  Lawn,  with  hair-fnirt  lin'd,  165^ 
Is  half  fo  incoherent  as  my  Mind, 
When  (each  opinion  v/ith  the  next  at  ftrlfe. 
One  '  ebb  and  fiow  of  Follies  all  my  life) 
I  *  plant,  root  up ;  I  build,  and  then  confound ; 
Turn  round  to  fquare,  and  fquare  again  to  round ;   1 7©- 
"  You  never  change  one  mufcle  of  your  face. 
You  think  this  Madnefs  but  a  common  cafe. 
Nor  '^  once  to  Chancery,  nor  to  Hale  apply ; 
Yet  hang  your  lip,  to  fee  a  Seam  awry ! 

Carelefs- 

Balnea,  p  tonfcres;  condudo  navigio  aeque 
Naufeat,  ac  locuples  quem  ducit  priva  triremis. 

1  Si  curatus  inaequali  tonfore  capiilos 
Occurro;  rides,  fi  forte  fubucula  pexae 
Trita  fubefl  tunicae,  vel  fi  toga  dilHdet  impar; 
Rides,  quid,  •"  mea  cum  pugnat  fententia  fecum  5. 
Quod  petiit,  fpernit;  repetit  quod  nuper  omifit; 
^  Aeftuat,  et  vitae  difconvenit  ordine  toto ; 
*  Diruit,  aedificat,  mutat  quadrata  rotundis  i 
^  Infanire  putas  folennia  me,  neque  rides. 
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Carelefs  how  ill  I  v/ith  myfelf  agree,  17J 

Kind  to  my  drefs,  my  figure,  not  to  Me. 
Is  this  my  *^  Guide,  Philofopher,  and  Friend? 
This  he,  who  loves  me,  and  who  ought  to  mend ; 
Who  ought  to  make  me  (what  he  can,  or  none) 
That  Man  divine,  whom  Wifdom  calls  her  own;     18a 
Great  without  Title,  without  Fortune  blefs'd ; 
Richy  ev'n  when  pluuder'd,  ^  honour'd  while  opprefs'd; 
Lov'd  "^  without  youth,  and  follow'd  without  power; 
At  home,  though  exil'd;  ^  free,  though  in  the  Tower; 
In  fhort,  that  reafoning,  high,  immortal  Thing,       1 85 
Jufi:  "^  lefs  than  Jove,  and  ''  much  above  a  King, 
Nay,  half  in  heaven — ^  except  (what  's  mighty  odd) 
A  fie  of  Vapours  clouds  this  Demy-god  i 


A  praetore  dati;  rerum  ^  tutela  mearum 

Cum  fis ,  ei  prave  fectum  flomacheris  ob  unguem, 

De  te  pendentis,  te  refpicientis  amici. 

Ad  fummam,  fapiens  uno  "=  minor  eft  Jove,  y  dives, 
*  Liber,  ^  honcratus,  *  pulcher,  ^  rex  denique  regum ; 
Praecipue  fanus,  ^  nifi  cum  pituita  molelb  eft» 
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BOOK    I.      EPISTLE    Vr. 

TO      M  R.    M  U  R  R  A  Y. 

THIS  Piece  is  the  mod  finiflied  of  all  his  Imitations, 
and  executed  in  the  high  manner  the  Italian  Painters 
call  Con  Amore.  By  which  they  m^an,  the  exertion 
of  that  principle,  which  puts  the  faculties  on  the 
ftretch,  and  produces  the  fupreme  degree  of  excel- 
lence. For  the  Poet  liad  all  the  warmth  of  affedion 
for  the  great  Lawyer  to  whom  it  is  addrefled;  and, 
indeed,  no  man  ever  more  deferved  to  have  a  Poet 
for  his  Friend.  In  the  obtaining  of  which,  as  neither 
Vanity,  Party,  nor  Fear,  had  any  {hare,  fo  he  fup- 
ported  his  title  to  it  by  all  the  offices  of  true  Friend- 
Ihip. 

"   "VJOT  to  admire,  is  all  the  Art  I  know, 
"   1k^    To  make  men  happy,  and  to  keep  them  fo." 
( Plain  Truth,  dear  Murray,  needs  no  flowers  of  fpeech. 
So  take  it  in  the  very  words  of  Creech.) 

^  This  Vault  of  Air,  this  congregated  Ball, 
Self-center'd  Sun,  and  Stars  that  rife  and  fall^ 

There 
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I L  admirari,  prope  res  eft  una,  Numici, 
Solaque  quae  poffit  facere  et  fervare  beatum* 
^  Hunc  folem,  et  Hellas,  et  decedentia  certis 
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There  are,  my  Friend !  whofe  philofcphic  eyes 
Look  through  and  truft  the  Ruler  with  his  Ikies, 
To  him  commit  the  hour,  the  day,  the  year. 
And  vie\v'=  this  dreadful  All  without  a  fear.  lo 

Admire  we  then  what  ^  Earth's  low  entrails  hold,   -| 
Arabian  Ihores,  or  Indian  feas  infold ;  [• 

All  the  mad  trade  of  ^  Fools  and  Slaves  for  Gold?     J 
Or  ^  Popularity  ?  or  Stars  and  Strings  ? 
The  Mob's  applaufes,  or  the  gifts  of  Kings?  15 

Say,  with  what  5  eyes  we  ought  at  Courts  to  gaze. 
And  pay  the  Great  our  homage  of  Amaze  ? 

If  weak  the  ^  pleafure  that  from  thefe  can  fpring. 
The  fear  to  want  them  is  as  weak  a  thing : 
Whether  we  dread,  or  whether  we  defire,  20 

In  either  cafe,  believe  me,  we  admire ; 
Whether  we  '  joy  or  grieve,  the  fame  the  curfe, 
Surpriz'd  at  better,  or  furpriz'd  at  worfe. 
Thus  good  or  bad,  to  one  extreme  betray 
Th'  unbalanc'd  Mind,  and  fnatch  the  Man  away;     25 

For 


Tempora  momentis,  funt  qui  '  formidine  nulla 
Imbuti  fpeflent.  •*  quid  cenfes,  munera  terrae  ? 
Quid,  maris  extremos  Arabas  ^  ditantis  et  Indos  ? 
Ludicra,  quid,  ^'plaufus,  et  amici  dona  Quiritis? 
Quo  fpeftanda  modo,  =  quo  fenfu  credis  et  ore  ? 
^  Qui  timet  his  adverfa,  fere  miratur  eodem 
Quo  cupiens  pafto :  pavor  eft  utrobique  moleftus : 
Irnprovifa  fimul  fpecies  exterret  utrumque  : 
*  Gaudeat,  an  doleat;  cupiat,  metuatne;  quid  ad  rem. 
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For  ''  Virtue's  felf  may  too  much  zeal  be  had ; 

The  worft  of  Madmen  is  a  Saint  run  mad. 

'  Go  then,  and  if  you  can,  admire  the  ftate 

Of  beaming  diamonds,  and  reflefted  plate ; 

Procure  a  Taile  to  double  the  furprize,  39 

And  gaze  on  ■"  Parian  Ciiarms  with  learned  eyes: 

Be  ftruck  with  bright  "  Brocade,  or  Tyrian  Dye, 

Oar  Birth-day  Nobles'  fplendid  Livery. 

If  not  fo  pleas'd,  at  °  Council-board  rejoice. 

To  fee  their  Judgments  hang  upon  thy  Voice;  35 

From  P  morn  to  night,  at  Senate,  Rolls,  and  Hall, 

Plead  much,  read  more,  dine  late,  or  not  at  all. 

But  wherefore  all  this  labour,  all  this  ftrife  ? 

For  "1  Fame,  for  Riches,  for  a  noble  Wife  ? 

Shall  "■  One  whom  Nature,  Learning,  Birth  confpir'd  49 

To  form,  not  to  admire,  but  be  admir'd. 

Sigh,  while  his  Chloe  blind  to  Wit  and  Worth 

Weds  the  rich  Dulnefs  of  fome  Son  of  earth? 

Yet 


Si,  quidquid  vidit  melius  pejufve  fua  fpe, 
Defixis  oculis  animoque  et  corpore  torpet? 

^  Infani  fapiens  nomen  ferat,  aequus  iniqui; 
Ultra  quam  fatis  eft,  virtutem  fi  petat  ipfam. 
'  I  nunc,  argentum  et  marmor  ""  vetus,  aeraque  et  artes 
Sufpice :  cum  gemmis  "  Tyrios  mirare  colores : 
Gaude,  quod  fpeftant  oculi  te  °  mille  loquentem : 
Gnavus  p  mane  forum,  et  vefpertinus  pete  tedum; 
*  Ne  plus  frumenti  dotalibus  emetat  agris 
Mutus  et  (indignum ;  quod  fit  pejoribus  ortus) 
'  Hie  tibi  fit  potius,  quam  tu  mirabilis  illi. 
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Yet  ^  time  ennobles,  or  degrades  each  Line; 

It  brighten'd  Craggs's,  and  may  darken  thine  :         j^.j 

And  what  is  Fame  ?  the  Meanefl:  have  their  day. 

The  Greateft  can  but  blaze,  and  pafs  away. 

Grac'd  as  thou  art,  ^  with  all  the  Power  of  Words, 

So  known,  fo  honour'd,  at  the  houfe  of  Lords : 

Confpicuous  Scene!  another  yet  is  nigh,  50 

(More  filent  far)  where  Kings  and  Poets  lie ; 

"  Where  Murray  (long  enough  his  CountiT's  pride) 

Shall  be  no  more  than  Tully,  or  than  Hyde  ! 

^'  Rack'd  with  Sciatics,  martyr'd  with  the  Stone, 
Will  any  mortal  let  himfelf  alone?  55 

See  Ward  by  batter'd  Beaux  invited  over. 
And  defperate  Mifery  lays  hold  on  Dover. 
The  cafe  is  eafier  in  the  Mind's  difeafe ; 
There  all  Men  may  be  cur'd,  whene'er  they  pleafe. 
Would  ye  be  ^  bleft?  defpife  low  Joys,  low  Gains;    ^ 
Difdain  whatever  Cornbury  difdains;  > 

Be  virtuous,  and  be  happy  for  your  pains.  J 

But 


'Quicquidfub  terra  eft,  in  apricum  proferet  actas; 
Defodlet  condetque  nitentia.  '  cum  bene  notum 
Porticus  Agrlppae,  et  via  te  confpexerit  Appi ; 
Ire  tamen  reftat,  Numa  "  quo  devenit  et  Ancus. 

^  Si  latus  aut  renes  morbo  tentantur  acuto, 
Quare  fugam  morbi.  ^  vis  recte  vivere  ?  quis  non  * 
5i  virtus  hoc  una  poteft  dare,  fortis  omifTss 
Hoc  age  deliciis. 
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y  But  art  thou  one,  whom  new  opinions  fvvay. 
One  who  believes  as  Tindal  leads  the  way. 
Who  Virtue  and  a  Church  alike  difowns,  6j 

Thinks  that  but  words,  and  this  but  brick  and  iloncs? 
Fly  ^  then,  on  all  the  wings  of  wild  defire. 
Admire  whate'er  the  maddeft  can  admire : 
Is  wealth  thy  paffion  ?  Hence  1  from  Pole  to  Pole, 
Where  winds  can  carry,  or  where  waves  can  roll,      70 
For  Indian  fpices,  for  Peruvian  Gold, 
Prevent  the  greedy,  or  outbid  the  bold : 
3  Advance  thy  golden  Mountain  to  the  Ikies ; 
On  the  broad  bale  of  fifty  thoufand  rife. 
Add  one  round  hundred,  and  (if  that  's  not  fair)        75 
Add  fifty  more,  and  bring  it  to  a  fquare. 
For,  maj-k  th'  advantage;  juft  fo  many  fcore. 
Will  gain  a  ^  Wife  with  half  as  many  mors. 
Procure  her  beauty,  make  that  beauty  chafte. 
And  then  fuch  *^  Friends — as  cannot  fail  to  lall;.  So 

A  ^  Man  of  wealth  is  dubb'd  a  Man  of  worth, 
Veniis  fhall  give  him  Form,  and  Anflis  Birth. 

(Believe 


y  virtutem  verba  putes,  et 
Lucum  ligna?  ^  cave  ne  portus  occupet  alter; 
Ne  Cibyratica,  ne  Bithyna  negotia  perdas  : 
"  Mille  talenta  rotundentur,  totidem  altera,  porro  et 
Tertia  fuccedant,  et  quae  pars  quadret  acervum. 
Scilicet  ^  uxorem  cum  dote,  fidemque,  et  <=  amices, 
Et  genus,  et  formam,  regina  <*  Pecunia  donat ; 
Ac  bene  nummatum  decorat  Suadela,  Venufque. 
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(Believe  mc,  many  a  =  German  Prince  is  vvonc. 
Who,  proud  of  Pedigree,  is  poor  of  Purfe) 
His  Wealth  brave  ^  Timon  glorioufly  confounds ;       85 
Afk'd  for  a  groat,  he  gives  a  hundred  pounds; 
Or  if  three  Ladies  like  a  luclclefs  Play, 
Takes  the  whole  Houfe  upon  the  Poet's  day. 
s  Now,  in  fuch  exigencies  not  to  need. 
Upon  my  word,  you  mafi:  be  rich  indeed;  90 

A  noble  fuperfiuity  it  craves, 
Not  for  yourfelf,  but  for  your  Fools  and  Knaves; 
Something,  which  for  your  Honour  they  may  cheat. 
And  which  it  much  becomes  you  to  forget. 
•^  If  Wealth  alone  then  make  and  keep  us  bleft,  95 

-Still,  ftill  be  getting,  never,  never  reft. 

'■  But  if  to  Power  and  Place  your  Paffion  lie. 
If  in  the  Pomp  of  Life  confift  the  joy ; 

Then 


Mancipiis  locuples,  eget  aeris  *  Capadocum  Rex : 
Ke  fueris  hie  tu.  '  chlamydes  LucuUus,  ut  aiunt. 
Si  pofTet  centum  fcenae  praebere  rogatus. 
Qui  poflum   tot?    ait:    tamen   et   quaeram,   et   quot 

habebo 
Mittam :  poft  paulo  fcribit,  fibi  millia  quinque 
EfTe  domi  chlamydum :  partem,  vel  tolleret  omnes. 
s  Exilis  domus  eft,  ubi  non  et  multa  fuperfunt, 
Et  dominum  fallunt,  et  profunt  furibus.  ^  ergo. 
Si  res  fola  poteft  facere  et  fervare  beatum. 
Hoc  primus  repetas  opus,  hoc  poftremus  omittas. 
'  Si  fortunatum  fpecies  et  gratia  praeftat. 
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Then  ^  hire  a  Slave,  or  (if  you  will)  a  Lord,  100 

To  do  the  Honours,  and  to  give  the  word; 
Tell  at  your  Levee,  as  the  Crouds  approach. 
To  whom  -  to  nod,  whom  take  into  your  Coach, 
Whom  honour  with  your  hand :  to  make  remarks. 
Who  ™  rules  in  Cornwall,  or  who  rules  in  Berks:    105 
"  This  may  be  troublefome,  is  near  the  Chair: 
*'  That  makes  three  Members,  this  can  chufe  a  Mayor." 
Inftrudled  thus,  you  bow,  embrace,  prcteft,  -j 

Adopt  him  "  Son,  or  Coufm  at  the  leall:,  > 

Then  turn  about,  and  °  laugh  at  your  own  Jeft.  1 10  3 

Or  if  your  life  be  one  continued  Treat, 
If  P  to  live  well  means  nothing  but  to  eat; 
Up,  up !  cries  Gluttony,  'tis  break  of  day. 
Go  drive  the  Deer,  and  drag  the  finny  prey; 
With  hounds  and  horns  go  hunt  an  Appetite —        115 
So  1  RuiTel  did,  but  could  not  eat  at  night; 
Call'd  happy  Dog !  the  Beggar  at  his  door. 
And  envy'd  Thirlt  and  Hunger  to  the  Poor. 

Or 


^  Mercemur  fervum,  qui  diclet  nomina,  laevum 
Qui  fodicet  latus,  et '  cogat  trans  pondera  dextram 
Porrigere:  "^Hic  multum  in  Fabia  valet,  ille  Velina; 
Cui  libet,  is  fafces  dabit;  eripietque  curule, 
Cui  volet,  importunus  ebur :  "  Frater,  Pater,  adde : 
Ut  cuique  eft  aetas,  ita  quemque  °  facetus  adopta. 
Si  P  bene  qui  coenat,  bene  vivit ;  lucet :  eamus 
Quo  ducit  gula:  pifcemur,  venemur,  ut  1  olim 
Gargilius:  qui  mane  plagas,  venabula,  fervos, 
Differcum  tranfire  forum  populumque  jubebat. 
Vol.  XLVL  p' 
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Or  fhall  we  ^  every  Decency  confound  ; 
Through  Taverns,  Stews,  and  Bagnios  take  our  rouni; 
Go  dine  with  Chartres,  in  each  Vice  outdo 
»  K — Vs  lewd  Cargo,  or  Ty — y's  Crew  ; 
From  Latian  Syrens,  French  Circaean  Fealb, 
Return  well  travell'd,  and  transform'd  to  Beafts  ; 
Or  for  a  titled  Punk,  or  foreign  Flame,  1 25 

Renounce  our  *  Country,  and  degrade  our  Name  ? 

If,  after  all,  we  muil:  with  "^  Wiinaot  own. 
The  Cordial  Drop  of  Life  is  Love  alone. 
And  Swift  cry  wifely,  "  Vive  la  Bagatelle  1" 
The  Man  that  loves  and  laug]i»,  muft  fure  do  well.  1 5® 
^  Adieu— if  this  advice  appear  the  worll. 
E'en  take  the  Counfel  which  I  gave  you  firil; 
Or  better  Precepts  if  you  can  impart. 
Why  do,  I  'il  follow  them  with  all  my  heart. 

L^nus  ut  e  muitis  populo  fpeclante  referret 
Emtum  mulus  aprum.  ^  crudi,  tumidique  lavemur, 
.Quid  deceat,  quid  non,  obliti;  Caerite  cern 
J)igni;  *  remlgium  vitlofum  Ithacenfis  Ulyflei; 
Cui  potior  *  patria  fait  interdidla  voluptas. 

"  Si,  Mimnermus  uti  cenfet,  fme  amore  jocifque 
Nil  eft  jucundum;  vivas  in  amore  jocifque. 

*  Vive,  vale,  ii  quid  novifti  redius  iftis, 
Candidus  imperti:  fi  non,  his  utere  mecum. 
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EPISTLE      h 

To    AUGUSTUS. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  Refiedions  of  Horace,  and  the  Judgments 
pail  in  his  Epiftle  to  Auguftus,  feemcd  (o  feafon- 
able  to  the  prefent  Times,  that  I  could  not  help  apply- 
ing them  to  the  ufe  of  my  own  Country.  The  Author 
thought  them  confiderable  enough  to  addrefs  them  to 
his  Prince;  whom  he  paints  with  all  the  great  and 
good  qualities  of  a  Monarch,  upon  whom  the  Romans 
depended  for  the  Increafe  of  an  abfolute  Empire.  But 
to  make  the  Poem  entirely  Englifli,  I  was  willing  to 
add  one  or  two  of  thofe  which  contribute  to  the  Hap- 
pinefs  of  a  Free  people,  and  are  more  confiftent  with 
the  Welfare  of  our  Neighbours. 

This  Epiftle  will  fhow  the  learned  World  to  have 
fallen  into  Two  miftakes:  one,  that  Auguilus  was  a 
Patron  of  Poets  in  general;  whereas  he  not  only  pro- 
hibited all  but  the  Belt  Writers  to  name  him,  but 
recommended  that  Care  even  to  the  Civil  Magiftrate : 
"  Admonebat  Praetores,  ne  paterentur  Nomen-fuum  ob- 
"  folefieri,"  &c.  The  other,  that  this  Piece  wa5  only  a 
general  Difcourfe  of  Poetry ;  whereas  it  was  an  Apo- 
logy for  the  Poets,  in  order  to  render  .'\ugnftus  more 
P  2  their 
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their  Patrcn.  Horace  here  pleads  the  Caufe  of  his  Con- 
temporaries,  firft  againft  the  Tafte  of  the  Town,  whofc 
humour  it  was  to  magnify  the  Authors  of  the  preceding 
Age ;  fecondly  againft  the  Court  and  Nobility,  who  en- 
couraged only  the  Writers  for  the  Theatre ;  and  laftly 
againft  the  Emperor  himfelf,  who  had  conceived  them 
of  little  Ufe  to  the  Government.  He  fhows  (by  a  View 
of  the  Progrefs  of  Learning,  and  the  Change  of  Tafte 
among  the  Romans)  that  the  Introdudion  of  the  Polite 
Arts  of  Greece  had  given  the  Writers  of  his  Time  great 
advantages  over  their  Predeceffors;  that  their  Morals 
were  much  improved,  and  the  licence  of  thofe  ancient 
Poets  re ftrained;  that  Satire  and  Comedy  were  become 
more  juft  and  ufeful;  that  v/hatever  extravagances  were 
left  on  the  Stage,  were  owing  to  the  III  Tafte  of  the 
Nobility ;  that  Poets,  under  due  Regulations,  were  in 
many  refpefts  ufeful  to  the  State ;  and  concludes,  that 
it  was  upon  them  the  Emperor  himfelf  muft  depend,  for 
his  fame  with  Pofterity. 

We  may  farther  learn  from  th's  Epiftle,  that  Horace 
mcAe  his  court  to  this  Great  Prince,  by  writing  with  a 
decent  Freedom  towards  him,  with  a  juft  Contempt  of 
his  low  Flatterers,  and  v/ith  a  nianly  Regard  to  his  own 
Charader. 
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TO      AUGUSTUS. 

WHILE  you,  great  Patron  of  Mankind !  ^  fuftain 
The  balanc'd  World,  and  open  all  the  Main; 
Your  Country,  chief,  in  Arms  abroad  defend ; 
At  Home,  with  Morals,  Arts,  and  Laws  amend; 
^  How  {hall  the  Mufe,  from  fuch  a  Monaixh,  Ileal      5 
An  hour,  and  not  defraud  the  Public  Weal  ? 

"^  Edward  and  Henry,  now  the  Boaft  of  Fame, 
And  virtuous  Alfred,  a  more  ^  facred  Name, 
After  a  Life  of  generous  toils  endur'd. 
The  Gaul  fubdued,  or  Property  fecur'd,  10 

Ambition  humbled,  mighty  cities  ftorm'd. 
Or  Laws  eftablilh'd,  and  the  world  reform'd ; 

Clos'd 
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CUM  tot  -  fuftineas  et  tanta  negotia  folus,- 
Res  Italas  armis  tuteris,  moribus  ornes, 
Legibus  emendes ;  in  ^  publica  commoda  peccem. 
Si  longo  fermone  morer  tua  tempora,  Caefar. 

•=  Romulus,  et  Liber  pater,  et  cum  Cailore  Pollux, 
Poll  ingentia  fada,  ^  Deorum  in  templa  recepti, 
Dum  terras  hominumque  colunt  genus,  afpera  bella 
Componunt,  agros  adfignant,  oppida  condunt ; 
P3 
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*  Clos'd  their  long  Glories  with  a  figh,  to  find 
Th'  unwilling  Gratitude  of  bale  mankind  ! 
All  human  Virtue,  to  its  lateft  breath,  I'j 

^  Finds  Envy  never  conqusr'd,  but  by  Death. 
The  great  Alcides,  every  Labour  pa!l. 
Had  ftill  this  Monfter  to.  Aibduc  at  laft. 
2  Sure  Tate  of  all,  beneaih  whole  rifmg  ray- 
Each  ftar  of  m.eaner  merit  fades  away  !  ZO 
Opprefs'd  we  feci  the  beam  direclly  beat, 
Thofe  Suns  of  Glory  pleafe  rot  till  they  fet. 

To  thee,  the  World  its  prelent  homage  pays. 
The  Harveil:  early,  ^  but  mature  the  praii'e : 
Great  Friend  of  Liberty !  in  Kings  a  Name  25 

Above  all  Greel-:,  above  all  Roan.in  Fame*  : 
Whofe  Word  is  Truth,  as  facred  and  rever'd, 
^  As  Heaven's  own  Oracles  from  Altars  heard. 
iWonder  of  Kings!  like  whom,  to  mortal  eyes 
^  None  e'er  has  rifen,  and  none  e'er  fhall  rife.  30 

JuTt 


^  Ploravere  fuis  non  refpondere  favorcm 
Speratum  mentis,  diram-qui  contudit  Hydram, 
Nctaque  fatali  portenta  labore  uibegit, 
Comperit '^  invidiam  fupremo  fne  domari, 
s  Urit  enim  fulgore  fuo,  qui  praegravat  artes 
Infra  fe  pofitas :  extinrclus  amabitur  idem. 

^  Praefenti  tibi  maturos  largimur  honores, 
'  Jurandafque  tuum  per  numen  ponimus  aras, 
^  Nil  oriturum  alias,  nil  ortum  tale  fatentes. 
Sed  tuus  hoc  populus  fapiens  et  juflus  in  uno, 
•"*  Te  noHris  ducibus,  te  Graiis  anteferefido- 
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jull:  in  one  inftance,  be  it  yet  confeft 
Your  People,  Sir,  are  partial  in  the  reft : 
Foes  to  all  Ir.-ing  worth  except  your  own. 
And  Advocates  for  folly  dead  and  gone. 
Authors,  like  coins,  grow  dear  as  they  grow  old;      35 
Iris  the  ruit  we  value,  not  the  gold. 
1  Chaucer's  worft  ribaldry  is  leam'd  by  rote. 
And  beaftly  Skelton  heads  of  houfes  quote  : 
One  likes  no  language  but  the  Faery  Queen; 
A  Scot  will  fight  for  Chrift's  Kirk  o'  the  Green  ;       40 
And  each  true  Briton  is  to  Ben  fo  civil, 
'^^  He  fwears  the  Mufes  met  him  at  the  Devil. 

Though  juftly  "  Greece  her  eldell  fons  admires. 
Why  fliould  not  we  be  wifer  than  our  fires  ? 

In 


Caetera  nequaquam  fimili  ratione.  modoque 
Aeilimat ;  et,  nifi  quae  terris  femota  fuifque 
Temporibus  defuncla  videt,  faftidit  et  odit : 
^  Sic  fautor  veterum,  ut  tabulas  peccare  vetantes 
Quas  bis  quinque  viri  fanxerunt,  foedera  regum, 
Vel  Gabiis  vel  cum  rigidis  aequata  Sablnis, 
Pontilicum  libros,  annofa  volumina  Vatum, 
■^  Diditet  Albano  Mufas  in  monte  locutas. 

Si,  quia  °  Graiorum  funt  antiquiffima  quaeque 
Scripta  vel  optima,  Romani  penfantur  eadem 
Scriptores  trutina  ;  non  eft  quod  multa  loquamur: 
Nil  intra  eft  oleam,  nil  extra  eft  in  nuce  duri. 
"\^en!m'.ii  ad  fummum  fortunae:  pingimus,  atcue 
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In  every  Public  Virtue  we  excell;  at 

We  build,  we  paint,  °  we  fing,  we  dance  as  well; 
And  P  learned  Athens  to  our  art  muft  ftoop. 
Could  (he  behold  us  tumbling  through  a  hoop. 

If  1  Time  improve  our  Wits  as  well  as  Wine, 
Say  at  what  age  a  Poet  grows  divine  ?  50 

Shall  we,  or  fliall  we  not,  account  him  (o, 
Who  dy'd,  perhaps,  an  hundred  years  ago  ? 
End  all  difpute;  and  fix  the  year  precife 
When  Britifh  bards  begin  t'  immortalize? 

"  Who  lafts  a  "■  century  can  have  no  flaw;  55 

*'  I  hold  that  Wit  a  Claffic,  good  in  law." 

Suppofe  he  wants  a  year,  will  you  compound  ? 
And  fhall  we  deem  him  '  Ancient,  right  and  found. 
Or  damn  to  all  eternity  at  once. 
At  ninety-nine,  a  Modern  and  a  Dunce  ?  60 

"  We  fhall  not  quarrel  for  a  year  or  two; 
**  By  ^  courtefy  of  England,  he  may  do." 

Then, 


•  Pfallimus,  et  p  ludamur  Achivis  doftius  unftis. 

Si  q  meliora  dies,  ut  vina,  poemata  reddit ; 

Scire  velim,  chartis  pretium  quotus  arroget  annus, 

Scriptor  ab  hinc  annos  centum  qui  decidit,  inter 

Perfeflos  veterefque  referri  debet,  an  inter 

Viles  atqae  novos  ?  excludat  jurgia  finis. 

Efl  vetus  atque  probus,  ^  centum  qui  perficit  annos. 

Quid  ?  qui  deperiit  minor  uno  menfe  vel  anno. 

Inter  quos  referendus  erit?  ^  veterefne  poetas. 

An  quos  et  praefans  et  poftera  refpuat  aetas  ? 

Ifle  quidem  veteres  inter  ponetur  '  honeIte> 
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Then,  by  the  rule  that  made  the  "  Horfe-tall  bare, 
I  pluck  out  year  by  year,  as  hair  by  hair. 
And  melt  *  down  Ancients  like  a  heap  of  fnow :        65 
While  you,  to  meafure  merits,  look  in  ^  Stowe, 
y\nd,  eftimating  authors  by  the  year. 
Bellow  a  Garland  only  on  a  y  Bier. 

^  Shakefpeare  (whom  you  and  every  Playhoufe  bill 
Style  the  divine,  the  matchlefs,  what  you  will)  79 

For  gain,  not  glory,  wing'd  his  roving  fliglit. 
And  grew  Immortal  in  his  own  defpight. 
Ben,  old  and  poor,  as  little  feem'd  to  heed 
■^  The  Life  to  come,  in  every  Poet's  Creed. 
Who  now  reads  ^  Cowley  ?  if  he  pleafes  yet,  75 

His  Moral  pleafes,  not  his  pointed  wit ; 
Forgot  his  Epic,  nay  Pindaric  Art, 
But  ftill*^  I  love  the  language  of  his  heart. 

"  Yet  furely,  ^  furely,  thefe  were  famous  men ! 
*'  \Miat  boy  but  hears  the  faying  of  old  Ben  ?  So 

"  In 

Qui  vel  menfe  brevi,  vel  toto  eft  junior  anno. 

Utor  permifTo,  caudaeque  pilos  ut  "  equinae 
Paulatim  vello:  et  demo  unum,  demo  et  item  unum; 
Dum  cadat  eiufus  ratione  "*'  ruentis  acervi. 
Qui  redit  in  ^  faftos,  et  virtutem  aeftimat  annis, 
Miraturque  nihil,  nifi  quod  y  Libitina  facravit. 

^  Ennius  et  fapiens,  et  fortis,  et  alter  Homerus, 
Ut  critici  dicunt,  leviter  curare  videtur 
Quo  ^  promifTa  cadant,  et  fomnia  Pythagorea. 
^  Naevius  in  manibus  non  eft;  at  *=  mentibus  haeret 
Pene  recens :  "^  adeo  fandlura  elt  vetus  omne  poema. 
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*'  In  all  '^  debates  where  Critics  bear  a  part, 
*'  Not  one  but  nods,  and  talks  of  Jonfon's  Art, 
"-Of  Shakefpeare's  Nature,  and  of  Cowley's  Wit ; 
"  How  Beaumont's  judgment  check'd  what  Fletcher 

"  writ; 
"  How  Shadwell  hafty,  Wycherly  was  flow ;  85 

"  But,  for  the  Paflions,  Southerne  fure  and  Rowe. 
*f  Thefe,  *"  only  thefe,  fupport  the  crowded  ftage, 
*'  From  cldell;  Heywood  down  to  Cibber's  age." 
All  this  may  be ;  £  the  people's  Voice  is  odd. 
It  is,  and  it  is  not,  the  voice  of  God.  90 

To  *•  Gammer  Gurton  if  it  give  the  bays, 
^nd  yet  deny  the  Carelefs  Hufband  praife. 
Or  fay  our  Fathers  never  broke  a  rule; 
Why  then,  I  fay,  the  Public  is  a  fool. 
But  let  them  own,  that  greater  Faults  than  we  95 

They  had,  and  greater  Virtues,  I  '11  agree. 

Spenfer 


Ambigitur  ^  quoties,  uter  utro  fit  prior;  aufert 
Pacuvius  dofti  famam  fenis,  Accius  alti : 
Dicitur  Afrani  toga  convenifTe  Menandro : 
Plautus  ad  exemplar  Siculi  properare  Epicharmi 
Vincere  Caecilius  gravitate,  Terentius  arte  : 
Hos  edifcit,  et  hos  arfto  ftipata  theatre 
Spedat  Roma  potens ;  ^  habet  hos  numeratque  poetas 
Ad  noftrum  tempus,  Livi  fcriptoris  ab  aevo. 
s  Interdum  vulgus  reftem  videt :  ell  ubl  peccat. 
Si  ^  veteres  ita  miratur  laudatque  poetas, 
-Ut  nihil  anteferat,  nihil  illis  comparet;  errat; 
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Spenfer  himfelf  afFefts  the  ^  Obfolete, 

And  Sydney's  verfe  halts  ill  on  ''  Roman  feet : 

Miltcn's  ftrong  pinion  now  not  Heaven  can  bound. 

Now  Serpent-like,  in'  profe  he  fwecps  the  ground,  lOO 

In  Quibbles,  Angel  and  Archangel  join. 

And  God  the  Father  turns  a  School-divine. 

■^'  Not  that  I  'd  lop  the  Beauties  from  his  book. 

Like  "  flafhing  Bentley  with  his  defperate  hook. 

Or  damn  all  Shakefpeare,  like  th'  aifedled  Fool      105 

At  court,  who  hates  whate'er  he  "  read  at  fchool. 

But  for  the  Wits  of  either  Charles's  days. 
The  Mob  of  Gentlemen  who  wrote  with  Eafe ; 
Sprat,  Carew,  Sedley,  and  a  hundred  more, 
(Like  twinkling  liars  the  Mifcellanies  o'er)  no 

One  Simile,  that  p  folitary  Ihines 
In  the  dry  defert  of  a  thoufand  lines. 
Or  1  lengtlien'd  Thought  that  gleams  through  many  a 

page, 
lias  fanftify'd  whole  poems  for  an  age. 

Ilofe 


Si  quaedam  nimis  '  antique,  fi  pleraque  ^-  dure 
Dicere  credit  eos,  '  ignave  multa  fatetur; 
Et  fapit,  ct  mccum  facit,  et  Jove  judicat  aequo. 
™  Non  equidem  infeftor,  delendaque  carmina  Livi 
E)Te  reor,  meraini  quae  "  plagofum  °  mihi  parvo 
Orbilium  diftare; 

•fed  emendata  videri 
Pulchraque,  et  exadis  minimum  diftantia,  miror: 
Inter  quae  p  verbum  emicuit  fi  forte  decorum^ 
Si  ^  vcrfus  paulo  conciunior  uaus  et  alter; 
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'  I  lofe  my  patience,  and  I  own  it  too,  1 1 5 

When  works  are  cenfur'd,  not  as  bad,  but  new; 
While,  if  our  Elders  break  all  reafon's  laws, 
Thefe  fools  demand  not  pardon,  but  Applaufe. 

=  On  Avon's  bank,  where  flowers  eternal  blow. 
If  I  but  afk  if  any  weed  can  grow ;  1 20 

One  Tragic  fentence  if  I  dare  deride. 
Which  '  Betterton's  grave  aftlon  dignify'd. 
Or  well-mouth'd  Booth  with  emphafis  proclaims, 
(Though  but,  perhaps,  a  mufter-roll  of  Names) 
How  will  our  Fathers  rife  up  in  a  rage,  125 

And  fwear,  all  fhame  is  loft  in  George's  Age ! 
You  'd  think  "  no  Fools  difgrac'd  the  former  reign. 
Did  not  fome  grave  examples  yet  remain. 
Who  fcorn  a  Lad  fhould  teach  his  father  fkill. 
And,  having  once  been  wrong,  will  be  fo  IHU.  130 

He,  who  to  feem  more  deep  than  you  or  I, 
-Extols  old  Bards,  *  or  Merlin's  Prophecy, 

Miftake 


Injufte  totumducit  venditque  poema. 

■^  Indignor  quidquam  reprehendi,  non  quia  crafl'e 
Compofitum,  illepideve  putetur,  fed  quia  nuper; 
Nee  veniam  antiquis,  fed  honorem  et  praemia  pofci. 

*  Refte  necne  crocum  fiorefque  perambulet  Attae 
Fabula,  fi  dubitem ;  clamant  periifle  pudorem 
Cunfti  pene  patres :  ea  cum  reprehendere  coner. 
Quae  ^  gravis  Aefopus,  quae  doclus  Rofcius  egit. 
Vel  quia  nil "  reclum,  nifi  quod  placuit  fibi,  ducunt; 
Vel  quia  turpe  putant  parere  minoribus,  et  quae 
Imberbi  didicere.  fenes  perdenda  fateri. 
Jam  '^  Saliare  Numae  carmen  qui  laudat,  et  illud. 
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Miftake  him  not;  he  envies,  not  admires. 

And,  to  debafe  the  Sons,  exahs  the  Sires. 

'-'-  Had  ancient  times  confpir'd  to  difallow  135 

What  then  was  new,  what  had  been  ancient  now  ? 

Or  what  remain'd,  fo  worthy  to  be  read 

By  learned  Critics,  of  the  mighty  dead? 

y  In  Days  of  Eafe,  when  now  the  weary  Sword 
Was  fheath'd,  and  Luxury  with  Charles  reftor'd;     140 
In  every  tafce  of  foreign  Courts  improv'd,. 
"  All,  by  the  King's  Example,  liv'd  and  lov'd." 
Then  Peers  grew  proud  ^  in  Horfemanlhip  t'  excel, 
Newmarket's  Glory  rofe,  as  Britain's  fell; 
The  Soldier  breath'd  the  Gallantries  of  France,       145 
And  every  flowery  Courtier  writ  Romance. 
Then  ^  Marble,  foften'd  into  life,  grew  warm. 
And  yielding  Metal  flow'd  to  human  form  : 
Lely  on  ''  animated  Canvas  ftolc 
The  fleepy  Eye,  that  fpoke  the  melting  foul.  15© 

No 


Qaoi  mecum  ignorat,  folus  vult  fcire  videri ; 
Ingeniis  non  ille  favet  plauditque  fepultis, 
Noftra  fed  impugnat,  nos  noltraque  lividus  odit. 

^  Quod  fi  tarn  Graecis  novitas  invifa  faiffet, 
<^am  nobis ;  quid  nunc  effet  vetus  ?  aut  quid  haberet^ 
Quod  legeret  tereretque  viritim  publiciis  ufus?     • 

y  Ut  primum  pofitis  nugari  Graecia  bellis 
Coepit,  etin  vitium  fortuna  labier  aequa; 
Nunc  athletarum  ftudiis,  nunc  arfit  ^  equorum  : 
^  Marmoris  aut  eboris  fabros  aut  aeris  amavit; 
Sufpendit  ^■'  pifta  vultum  mentemque  tabella; 
2 
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I 
No  wonder  then,  when  all  was  love  and  iport,  ■[ 

The  willing  Mufes  were  debauch'd  at  Court: 

On  ^  each  enervate  firing  they  taught  the  note  I 

To  pant,  or  tremble  through  an  Eunuch's  throat.  j 

But  ^  Britain,  changeful  as  a  Child  at  play,  155         ■ 

Now  calls-in  Princes,  and  now  turns  away. 
Now  Whig,  now  Tory,  what  we  lov'd  we  hate ; 
Now  all  for  Pleafure,  now  for  Church  or  State; 
Now  for  Prerogative,  and  now  for  Laws ; 
EfFefts  unhappy  !  from  a  Noble  Caufe.  160 

^  Time  was,  a  fober  Englil"hman  would  knock 
His  fervants  up,  and  rife  by  five  o'clock,  ^ 

Inllrud  his  family  in  every  rule. 
And  fend  his  Wife  to  Church,  his  Son  to  School. 
To  *'  worfhip  like  his  Fathers,  was  his  care  ;  1 65 

To  teach  their  frugal  Virtues  to  his  Heir;  J 

To  prove  that  Luxury  could  never  hold ;  f! 

And  place,  on  good  s  Security,  his  Gold. 

Now 


Nun  "^  tibicinibus,  nunc  eft  gavifa  tragoedis : 
^  Sub  nutrice  puella  velut  fi  ludcrct  infans,. 

Quod  cupide  petiit,  mature  plena  reliquit. 

Quid  placet,  aut  odio  eft,  quod  non  mutabile  credas  ? 

Hoc  paces  habuere  bonae,  ventique  fecundi. 
^  Romae  duke  diu  fuit  et  folemne,  reclufa 

Mane  domo  vigllare,  clienti  promere  jura; 

Scriptos  ^  nominibus  reftis  expendere  nummos ; 

2  Majores  audire,  m'.nori  dicere,  per  quae 

Crefcere  res  pofletj  minui  damnofa  libido. 
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Now  times  are  chang'd,  ai'd  one  ^  Poetic  Itch 

Has  feiz'd  the  Court  and  City,  poor  and  rich :         1,70 

Sons,  Sires,  and  Grandlires,  all  will  wear  the  bays,. 

Our  Wives  read  Milton,  and  our  Daughters  Plays, 

To  Theatres  and  to  Rehearfals  throng. 

And  all  our  Grace  at  table  is  a  Song. 

I,  who  fo  oft  renounce  the  Mufes,  ^  lye,  175 

Not 's  felf  e'er  tells  more  Fibbs  than  I ; 

When  fick  of  Mufe,  our  follies  we  deplore. 

And  promife  our  bell:  Friends  to  rhyme  no  more; 

We  wake  next  morning  in  a  raging  fit. 

And  call  for  pen  and  ink  to  Ihow  our  Wit.  1 80 

^  He  ferv'd  a  'Prenticefiiip,  who  fets  up  Ihop ; 
Ward  try'd  on  Puppies,  and  the  Poor,  his  Drop,; 
Ev'n  '  Radclift'e's  Dodlors  travel  firft  to  France, 
Nor  dare  to  pradlife  till  they  've  learn'd  to  dance. 
Who  builds  a  Bridge  that  never  drove  a  pile  ?  1 85 

(Should  Ripley  venture,  ail  the  world  would  fmile) 
But  ""  thofe  who  cannot  write,  and  thofe  who  can, 
AH  rhyme,  and  fcrawl,  and  fcribble,  to  a  man. 

Yet, 


Mutavit  mentem  populus  levis,  ^  et  calet  uno 

Scribendi  ftudio:  puerique  patrefque  feveri 

Fronde  comas  vin£li  coenant,  et  carmina  diftant. 

Jpfe  ego,  qui  nullos  me  affirmo  fcribere  verfus, 

Invenior  '  Parthis  mendacior;  et  prius  orto 

Sole  vigil,  calamum  et  chartas  et  fcrinia  pofco. 

^  Navem  agere  ignarus  navis  timet ;  abrotonum  aegro 

Non  audet,  nifi  qui  didicet,  dare :  quod  medicorum  eft, 

Promittunt  '  medici :  tradlant  fabrilia  fabri : 

*  Scribimus  indo'^i  dot^ique  poemata  paffim. 
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Yet,  Sir,  f"*  refleft,  the  miichief  is  not  great; 
Thefe  Madmen  r.ever  hurt  the  Church  or  State  :     190 
Sometimes  the  Folly  benefits  mankind ; 
And  rarely  "  Avarice  taints  the  tuneful  mind. 
Allow  him  but  h'.s  p  plaything  of  a  Pen, 
He  ne'er  rebels,  or  plots,  like  other  men : 
^  Flight  of  Calhiers,  or  Mobs,  he  '11  never  mind;    195 
And  knows  no  loffes  while  the  Mufe  is  kuid. 
To  '  cheat  a  Friend,  or  Ward,  he  leaves  to  Peter  ; 
The  good  man  heaps  up  nothing  but  mere  metre. 
Enjoys  his  Garden  and  his  Book  in  quiet ; 
And  then — a  perfeft  Hermit  in  his  '  diet.  200 

Of  little  ufe  the  Man  you  may  fuppofe. 
Who  fays  in  verfe  what  others  fay  in  profe : 
Yet  let  me  {how,  a  Poet  's  of  fome  weight. 
And  ('  though  no  Soldier)  ufeful  to  the  State. 
"  What  will  a  Child  learn  fooner  than  a  fong?  205 

What  better  teach  a  Foreigner  the  tongue  ? 
What 's  long  or  fnort,  each  accent  where  to  place. 
And  fpeak  in  public  with  feme  fort  of  grace. 

I  fcarce 


^  Hie  error  tamen  et  levis  haec  infania,  quantas 
Virtutes  habeat,  fic  coUige :  vatis  °  avarus 
Non  temere  eft  animus :  p  verfus  amat,  hoc  ftudet  unum : 
Detrimenta,  ^  fugas  fervorum,  incendia  ridet; 
Non  "■  fraudem  focio,  puerove  incogitat  uUam 
Pupillo?  vivit  fiUquis,  et  pane  fecundo  ^  ; 
*  Militiae  quanquam  piger  et  malus,  utiUs  urbi ; 
Si  das  hoc,  parvis  quoque  rebus  magna  juvari; 
"  Os  tenerum  pueri  balburaque  poeta  figurat: 
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I  fcarce  can  think  him  fuch  a  worthlefs  thing, 

Unlefs  he  praife  fome  Monfler  of  a  King :  210 

Or  Virtue,  or  Religion  turn  to  fport. 

To  pleafe  a  lewd,  or  unbelieving  Court, 

Unhappy  Dryden ! — In  all  Charles's  days,. 

Rofcommon  only  boafcs  uafpottcd  bays ; 

And  in  our  own  (excufe  fome  Courtly  ftains)  2 1 5 

No  whiter  page  than  Addiibn  remains  ; 

He,  "  from  the  tafte  obfcene  reclaims  our  youth. 

And  fets  the  Paffions  on  the  fide  of  Truth, 

Forms  the  foft  bofom  with  the  gentle  ft  art. 

And  pours  each  human  Virtue  in  the  heart.  220 

Let  Ireland  tell,  how  Wit  upheld  her  caufe. 

Her  trade  fupported,  and  fuppiied  her  laws  ; 

And  leave  on  Swift  this  grateful  verfe  engrav'd, 

"  The  Rights  a  Court  attack'd,  a  Poet  fav'd." 

Behold  the  hand  that  u'rought  a  Nation's  cure,        22 « 

Stretch'd  to  ^  relieve  the  .Idiot  and  the  Poor, 

Proud  Vice  to  brand,  or  Injur'd  Worth  adorn. 

And  y  ftretch  the  Ray  to  ages  yet  unborn. 

Not  but  there  are,  who  merit  other  palms; 

Hopkins  and  Sternhold  ghd  the  heart  with  Pfalms :    230 

The  ^  Boys  and  Girls  whom  Charity  maintains. 

Implore  your  help  in  thefe  pathetic  drains : 

How 

Torquet  *  ab  obfcoenis  jam  nunc  fermonibus  aurem  ; 
Mox  etiam  pedlus  praeceptis  format  amicis, 
Afperitatis,  et  Invidiae  correclor,  ct  irae; 
Refte  fada  refert;  ^  orientia  tempora  notis 
Inilruit  exemplis ;  ^  inopem  folatur  et  aegrum* 
Caftis  cum  ^  pueris  ignara  puella  mariti 
Vol.  XLYL  Q^ 
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Hew  could  Devotion  **  touch  the  country  pews, 
Unlefs  the  Gods  beftow'd  a  proper  iviufe? 
Verfe  cheers  their  leifiire,  Verfe  affifis  their  work,  235 
Verfe  praj's  for  Peace,  or  fmgs  down'^  Pope  arrd  Turk, 
The  iilenc'd  Preacher  yields  to  potent  ftrain, 
And  feels  that  grace  his  prayer  befought  in  vain ; 
The  blefilng  thrills  through  all  the  labouring  throng. 
And  ''  Heaven  is  won  by  Violence  of  Song.  240 

Our  ^  rural  Anceilors,  with  Httle  bleft. 
Patient  of  labour  when  the  end  was  reft, 
Induig'd  the  day  that  hous'd  their  annual  grain. 
With  feafrs,  and  oiierir.gs,  and  a  thankful  ilrain : 
The  joy  theu-  wives,  their  fons,  and  fervants  ftiare,    245 
Eafe  of  their  toll,  and  partners  of  their  care  : 
The  laugh,  the  jeft,  attendants  on  the  bowl, 
Smooth'd  every  brow,  and  open'd  every  foul : 

With 


Difceret  unde  ^  preces,  vatem  ni  Mufa  dedifTet? 
Pofcit  opem  chorus,  et  praefentia  numina  fentit ; 
Coelefles  implorat  aquas,  doCta  prece  blandus ; 
Avertit  morbos,  =  metuenda  pericula  pellit ; 
Impetrat  et  pacem,  et  locupletem  fruglbus  annum. 
^  Carmine  Di  fuperi  placantur,  carmine  Manes. 

^  Agricolae  prifci,  fortes,  parvoque  beati, 
Condita  poft  frumenta,  levantes  tempore  fefto 
Corpus  et  ipfum  animum  fpe  hnis  dura  ferentem. 
Cum  fociis  operum  pueris  et  conjuge  fiua, 
Tellurem  porco,  Silvanum  lade  piabant, 
Floribus,  et  vino  Genium  memorem  brevis  aevi. 
Fcfcennxa  per  hunc  inventa  licentia  morem 
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With  growing  years  the  pleafing  Licence  grew. 

And  *'  Taunts  alternate  innocently  flew.  250 

But  Times  corrupt,  and  ^  Nature  ill-inclin'd, 

Produc'd  the  point  that  left  a  fting  behind  ; 

Till,  friend  with  friend,  and  families  at  ftrife. 

Triumphant  Malice  rag'd  through  private  life. 

Who  felt  the  wrong,  or  fear'd  it,  took  th'  alarm,     255 

Appeal'd  to  Law,  and  Juftice  lent  her  arm. 

At  length,  by  wholefome  '^  dread  of  ftatutes  bound. 

The  Poets  learn'd  to  pleafe,  and  not  to  wound : 

Moft  warp'd  to  *  Flattery's  fide ;  but  feme,  more  nice, 

Preferv'd  the  freedom,  and  forebore  the  vice.  260 

Hence  Satire  rofe,  that  jull  the  medium  hit. 

And  heals  with  morals  what  it  hurts  with  Wit. 

^  We  conquer'd  France,  but  felt  our  Captive's  charms; 
Ker  Arts  victorious  triumph'd  o'er  our  Arms ; 

Britain 


^  Verfibus  alternis  opprobria  ruflica  fudit; 
Libertafquc  recurrentes  accepta  per  annos 
Lufit  amabiliter:  s  donee  jam  faevus  apertam 
In  rabiem  coepit  verti  jocus,  et  per  honeftas 
Ire  domos  impune  minax.  doluere  cruento 
Dente  lacefliti:  fuit  intaftis  quoque  cura 
Conditione  fuper  communi :  ^  quin  etiam  lex 
Poenaque  lata,  malo  quae  nollet  carmine  quemquara 
Defcribi.  vertere  modum,  formidine  fuftis 
Ad '  bene  dicendum,  deledlandumque  reda£H. 

^  Graecia  capta  ferum  victorem  cepit,  et  artes 
Intulit  agreili  Latio.  fic  hcrridus  ille 

CL2 
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Britain  to  foft  refinements  lefs  a  foe,  265 

Wit  grew  polite,  and  ^  Numbers  learn'd  to  flow. 

Waller  was  fmooth ;  but  Dryden  taught  to  join  ] 

The  varying  verfe,  the  full  refounding  line,  f 

The  long  majeftic  March,  and  Energy  divine.  J 

Though  ftill  fome  traces  of  our  ""  ruftic  vein  270 

And  fplayfoot  verfe  remain'd,  and  will  remain. 

Late,  very  late,  correftnefs  grew  our  care. 

When  the  tir'd  Nation  ^  breath'd  from  civil  war. 

Exaft  °  Racine,  and  Corneille's  noble  fire, 

Shovv'd  us  that  France  had  fomething  to  admire.     275 

Not  but  the  p  Tragic  fp'.rit  was  our  own. 

And  full  in  Shakefpcare,  fair  in  Otway  flione: 

But  Otway  ful'd  to  polifh  or  refine, 

And  1  fluent  Shakefpeare  fcarce  effac'd  a  line. 

Ev'n  copious  Dryden  wanted,  or  forgot,  280 

The  kill  and  greatell  Art,  the  Art  to  blot. 

Some 


Defluxit  '  numcrus  Saturnias,  et  grave  virus 

Munditiae  pepulere :  fed  in  longum  tamen  aevnm 

Manfcrunt,.hodieque  manent,  ""  velligia  runs. 

Serus  enim  Graecis  admovit  acumina  chartis; 

Et  pofl:  "  Punica  bella  quietus  quaerere  coepit, 

<_^id  °  Sophocles  et  Thefpis  et  Aefchylus  utile  ferrent , 

Tentavit  quoque  rem,  fi  d^gne  vertere  polTet : 

Et  placuit  fibi,  nacura  fublimis  et  acer: 

Nam  P  fpirat  tragicum  fatis,  et  feliciter  audet : 

iied  1  turpem  putat  infcite  raetuitque  lituram^ 
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Seme  doubt,  if  equal  pains,  or  equal  fire, 

Tiie  ■■  humbler  Mufe  of  Comedy  require. 

But  in  known  Images  of  life,  I  guefs 

The  labour  greater,  as  th'  indulgence  lefs^  28^ 

Obferve  how  feldom  ev'n  the  bell  fucceed : 

Tell  me  if  Congreve's  Fools  are  Fools  indeed  ? 

What  pert  low  Dialogue  has  Farquhar  writ ! 

How  \^an  wants  grace,  who  never  wanted  wit ! 

The  ftage  how  loofely  "  does  Aftrsa  tread,  29s 

Who  fau-ly  puts  all  CharaSers  to  bed ! 

And  idle  Gibber,  how  he  breaks  the  laws. 

To  make  poor  Pinkey  ^  eat  with  vaft  applaufe! 

But  fill  their  '^  purfe,  our  Poets'  work  is  dene. 

Alike  to  them,  by  Pathos  or  by  Pun.  ^9-^ 

O  you  1  whom  y  Vanity's  light  bark  conveys 
On  Fame's  mad  voyage  by  the  wind  of  praife. 
With  what  a  fhlfting  gale  your  courfe  you  ply. 
For  ever  funk  too  low,  or  borne  too  high ! 

Who 


Creditur,  ex  *  medio  quia  res  arceffit,  habere 
Sudoris  minimum ;  fed  habet  Comoedia  tanto 
Plus  oneris,  quanto  veniae  minus  ^.  afpice,  Plautus 
Quo  pafto  '  partes  tutetur  amantis  ephebi, 
Ut  patris  attenti,  lenonis  ut  infidiofi: 
Quantus  fit  Doflennus  "'  edacibus  in  parafitis ; 
Quam  non  "  ailrido  percurrat  pulpita  focco. 
Geftit  enim  "  nummum  in  loculos  demittere :  poll  hoc 
Securus,  cadat  an  redo  ftet  fabula  talo. 

Quern  tulit  ad  fcenam  y  ventofo  gloria  curru, 
Exanimat  lentus  fpedator,  fedulus  inflat: 
0.3 
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Who  pants  for  glory  finds  but  fl\ort  repofe,  300 

A  breath  revives  him,  or  a  breath  o'erthrows. 
*  Farewell  the  ftage  !  if  juft  as  thrives  the  play. 
The  filly  bard  grows  fat,  or  falls  away. 

^  There  flill  remains,  to  mortify  a  Wit, 
The  many-headed  Monfterof  the  Pit;  305 

A  fenfelefs,  worthlefs,  and  unhonour'd  crow'd : 
Who,  ^  to  difturb  their  betters  mighty  proud. 
Clattering  their  fticks  before  ten  lines  are  fpoke. 
Call  for  the  Farce,  <^  the  Bear,  or  the  Black-jcke. 
What  dear  delight  to  Britons  Farce  affords !  310 

Ever  the  Tafte  of  Mobs,  but  now  ''  of  Lords; 
(Tafte,  that  eternal  wanderer,  which  flies 
From  heads  to  ears,  and  now  from  ears  to  eyes.) 
The  Play  ftands  Hill ;  damn  aftion  and  difcourfe. 
Back  fly  the  fcenes,  and  enter  foot,  ^  and  horle  ;     315 

Pageants 

Sic  leve,  fic  parvum  eft,  animum  quod  laudis  avarum 
Subruit,  ac  reficit:  ^  valeat  res  ludicra,  fi  me 
Palma  nagata  macrum,  donata  reducit  opimum. 
=*  Saepe  etiam  audacern  fugat  hoc  terretque  poetam 
Quod  numero  plures,  virtute  et  honore  minores 
Indodli,  Itolidique,  et  ^  depugnare  parati 
Si  difcordet  eques,  media  inter  carmina  pofcunt 
Aut  ^  urfum  aut  pugiles :  his  nam  plebecula  gaudet. 
Verum  ^  equitis  quoque  jam  migravit  ab  aure  voluptas 
Omnis,  ad  incertos  oculos,  et  gaudia  vana. 
Quatuor  aut  plures  aulaea  premuntur  in  horas ; 
Dum  fugiunt  ^  equitum  turmae,  peditumque  catervae ; 
Mox  trahi:ur  manibus  regum  fortuna  xetortis ; 
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Pageants  on  pageants,  in  long  order  drawn. 

Peers,  Heralds,  Biftiops,  Ermin,  Gold  and  Lawn; 

The  Champion  too!  and,  to  complete  the  jell, 

Old  Edward's  Armour  beams  on  Gibber's  breaft. 

V/ith  ^  laughter  lure  Democrltus  had  dy'd,  320 

Had  he  beheld  an  Audience  gape  fo  wide. 

Let  Bear  or  s  Elephant  be  e'er  fo  white. 

The  people,  fare,  the  people  are  the  fight ! 

Ah  lucklefs  ^  Poet !  flretch  thy  lungs  and  roar. 

That  Bear  or  Elephant  fnall  heed  thee  morej  325 

While  all  its  ^  throats  the  gallery  extends. 

And  all  the  Thunder  of  the  Pit  afcends ! 

Loud  as  the  Wolves,  on  ^  Orca's  ftormy  fteep, 

-Howl  to  the  roarings  of  the  Northern  deep. 

Such  is  the  fhout,  the  long-applauding  note,  330 

At  Quin's  hieh  plume,  or  Oldneld's  ^  petticoat ; 

Or 


EfTeda  feftinant,  pilenta,  petorrita,  naves ; 
Captivum  portatur  ebur,  captiva  Corinthus. 

■*'  Si  foret  in  terris,  rideret  Democritus ;  feu 
Diverfum  confufa  genus  panthera  camelo, 
Sive  s  elephas  albus  vulgi  converteret  ora. 
Speftaret  populum  ludls  attentius  ipfis, 
Ut  fibi  praebentem  mimo  fpciftacula  plura  : 
Scriptores  autem  ^  narrare  putaret  afello 
Fabellam  furdo.  nam  quae  *  pervincere  voces 
Evaluere  fonum,  referunt  quern  ncftra  theatra? 

•''  Garganum  mugire  putes  nemus,  aut  mare  Tufcum. 
Tanto  cum  llrepitu  ludi  fpeftantur,  et  artes, 

■^  Divitiaeque  peregrinae:  quibus  "  oblitus  aftor 
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Or  wlien  from  Court  a  birth-day  fuit  beftow'd. 

Sinks  the  ">  loft  Aftor  in  the  tawdry  load. 

Eooth  enters — hark  I  the  univerfal  peal ! 

*'  But  has  he  fpoken?"  Not  a  fyllable,  335 

What  fhook  the  ftage,  and  made  the  people  ftarc  ? 

'^  Cato's  long  wig,  flower'd  gown,  and  lacquer'd  chair. 

Yet,  left  you  think  I  railly  more  than  teach. 
Or  praife  malignly  Arts  I  cannot  reach, 
Let  me  for  once  prefume  t'  inftruft  the  times,  340 

To  know  the  Poet  from  the  man  of  rhymes : 
'Tis  he  °  who  gives  my  breaft  a  thoufand  pains. 
Can  make  me  feel  each  PalTion  that  he  feigns ; 
Inrage,  compofe,  with  more  than  magic  Art ; 
With  pity,  and  with  terror,  tear  my  heart;  345 

And  fnatch  me,  o'er  the  earth,  or  through  the  air. 
To  Thebes,  to  Athens,  when  he  will,  and  where. 

P  But  not  this  part  of  the  Poetic  ftate 
Alone,  deferves  the  favour  of  the  Great : 

Think 


Cum  ftetit  in  fcena,  concurrlt  dextera  laevae. 

Dixit  adhuc  aliquid?  nil  fane.     Quid  placet  ergo? 

"  Lana  Tarentino  violas  imitata  veneno. 

Ac  ne  forte  putes  me,  quae  facere  ipfe  recufem. 

Cum  rede  tradlent  alii,  laudare  mahgne : 

lUe  per  extentum  funem  mlhi  poffe  videtur 

Ire  poeta;  "  meum  qui  pedtus  inaniter  angit, 

Irrltat,  mulcet,  falfis  terroribus  implet, 

Ut  magus ;  et  modo  me  Thebis,  modo  ponit  Athenis. 

P  Verum  age,  et  his,  qui  fe  leftori  credere  malunt, 

Quam  fpedtatoris  faftidia  fcrre  fuperbi. 
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Think  of  thofe  Authors,  Sir,  who  would  rely  350 

More  on  a  Reader's  lenfe,  than  Gazer's  eye. 

Or  who  fhall  wander  where  the  Mufes  fmg? 

Who  cliRib  their  mountain,  or  who  talle  their  fpring? 

How  fhall  we  fill  a  1  Library  with  \Vit, 

When  Merlin's  Cave  is  half  unfarnilh'd  yet?  355 

My  Liege !  why  Writers  little  claim  your  thought, 
1  guefs;  and,  with  thdr  leave,  will  tell  the  fault; 

We  '  Poets  are  (upon  a  Poet's  word) 

Of  all  mankind,  the  creatures  moil  abfurd  : 

The  ^  feafon,  when  to  come,  and  when  to  go,         360 

To  fmg,  or  ceafe  to  fmg,  we  never  know; 

And  if  we  will  recite  nine  hours  in  ten. 

You  lofe  your  patience  jull  like  other  men. 

Then  too  we  hurt  ourfelves,  when,  to  defend 

A  '  fmgle  verfe,  we  quarrel  with  a  friend;  365 

Repeat  '■'  unaik'd ;  ""  lament,  the  Wit  's  too  fine 

For  vulgar  eyes,  and  point  out  every  line ; 

But  mof!:,  when,  {training  with  too  weak  a  wing. 

We  needs  will  write  Epiilles  to  the  King ; 

And 

Curam  impende  brevem :  fi  "J  munus  ApolHne  dignum 
Vis  complere  libris;  et  vatibus  addere  calcar, 
Ut  ftudio  majore  petant  Helicona  virentem. 

"■  Multa  quidem  nobis  facimus  mala  faepe  poetae, 
(Ut  vineta  egomet  caedam  mea)  cum  tibi  librum 
''  Solicito  daraus,  aut  feffo :  cum  laedimur,  *  unum 
Si  quis  amicorum  eft  aufus  reprendere  verfum: 
Cum  loca  jam  "  recitata  revolvimus  irrevccati: 
Cum  *  lamentamur  non  apparere  labores 
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And  ^  from  the  moment  we  oblige  the  town,  370 

■Expeft  a  place,  or  Penfion  from  the  Crown; 

Or,  dubb'd  Hiftorlans  by  exprefs  command, 

T'  enroll  your  triumphs  o'er  the  feas  and  land. 

Be  call'd  to  Court  to  plan  fome  work  divine. 

As  once  for  Louis,  Boileau  and  Racine.  375 

Yet^  think,  great  Sir!  (fo  many  Virtues  fiiown) 
Ah  think,  what  Poet  beft  may  make  them  known  ? 
Or  chufe  at  leall;  fome  Minifter  of  Grace, 
Fit  to  beflow  the  ^  Laureat's  weighty  place. 

^  Charles,  to  late  times  to  be  tranimitted  fail",     380 
Alfign'd  his  figure  to  Bernini's  carej 

And 


Noftros,  et  tenui  dedudla  poemata  filo : 
Cum  ^  fperamus  eo  rem  venturam,  ut,  fimul  atque 
■  Carmina  refcieris  nos  fingere,  commodus  ultro 
ArcefTas,  et  egere  vetes,  et  fcribere  cogas. 
Sed  tamen  eft  ^  operae  pretium  cognofcere,  quale: 
Aedituos  habeat  belli  fpeftata  domique 
'Virtus,^  indigno  non  committenda  poetae. 
*  Gratus  Alexandre  regi  Magno  fuit  ille 
Choerilus,  incultis  qui  verfibus  et  male  natis 
Rettulit  acceptos,  regale  num.ifma,  Philippos. 
Sed  veluti  tradlata  notam  labemque  remittunt 
Atramenta,  fere  fcriptores  carmine  foedo 
Splendida  fafta  linunt.  idem  rex  ille,  poema 
Qui  tam  ridiculum  tarn  care  prodigus  emit, 
Edidto  vetuit,  ne  quis  fe  praeter  Apellem 
Pingeret,  aut  alius  Lyfippo  duceret  aera 
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And  ^  great  Naffau  to  Kneller's  hand  decreed 

To  fix  him  graceful  on  the  bounding  Steed; 

So  well  in  paint  and  ftone  they  judg'd  of  merit : 

But  Kings  in  Wit  may  want  difcerning  Spirit.  385 

The  Hero  William,  and  the  Martyr  Charles, 

One  knighted  Blackmore,  and  one  penfion'd  Quarles ; 

Which  made  old  Ben  and  furly  Dennis  fwear, 

*'  No  Lord  's  anointed,  but  a  "^  Ruffian  Bear." 

Net  with  fuch  ''  majefty,  fuch  bold  relief,  390 

The  Fo!-ms  auguft,  of  King,  or  conquering  Chief, 
E'er  fwell'd  on  marble;  as  in  verfe  have  fhin'd 
(In  polifh'd  verfe)  the  manners  and  the  Mind. 
Oh !  could  I  mount  on  the  Masonian  wing, 
Your  ^  Arms,  your  Aftions,  your  Repofe  to  fing;   39- 
What  ^  feas  you  travers'd,  and  what  fields  you  fought! 
Your  Country's  Peace,  how  oft,  how  dearly  bought ! 

How 


Fortis  ^  Alexandri  vultum  fimulantia.  quod  Ix 
Judicium  fubtile  videndis  artibus  illud 
Ad  libros  et  ad  haec  Mufarum  dona  vocares; 
*  Boeotum  in  crafTo  jurares  aere  natum. 

[At  neque  dedecorant  tua  de  fe  judicia,  atque 
Munera  quae  multa  dantis  cum  laude  tulerunt, 
Dilecli  tibi  Virgilius  Variufque  poetae;] 

Nee  magis  expreffi  ^  vultus  per  ahenea  figna, 
Qnam  per  vatis  opus  mores  animique  virorum 
Clarorum  apparent,   nee  ferm.ones  ego  mallem 
Repentes  per  humum,  ^  quam  res  componere  geflas, 
Terrarumque  *'  fitus  et  fiumina  dicere,  et  arces 


aj6  O  P  E  '  S     P  O  E  M  S. 

How  ?  barbarous  rage  fublided  at  your  word. 
And  Nations  wonder'd  while  they  dropp'd  the  fword  1 
How,  when  you  nodded,  o'er  the  land  and  deep,     400 
*  Peace  flole  her  wing,  and  wrapp'd  the  world  in  fleep; 
Till  earth's  extremes  your  mediation  own. 
And  *  Afia's  Tyrants  tremble  at  your  Tnrone — 
JBut  ^  Verfe,  alas!  your  Majefty  difdainsi 
And  I  'm  not  us'd  to  Panegyric  I'trains :  405 

The  Zeal  of  ^  Fools  oiFends  at  any  time. 
But  moft  of  all,  the  Zeal  of  Fools  in  rhyme. 
Befides,  a  fate  attends  on  all  I  write. 
That  when  I  aim  at  praife,  they  fay  "  I  bite. 
A  vile  "  Encomium  doubly  ridicules :  419 

There  's  nothing  blackens  like  the  ink  of  fools. 
If  true,  a  °  woful  likenefs ;  and  if  lyes, 
**  Praife  undeierv'd  is  fcandal  in  difguife :"  > 

Well 


Montibus  impofitas,  et  5  barbara  regna,  tuifque 
Aufpiciis  totum  ^  confecla  duella  per  orbera, 
Clauftraque  ^  cuftodem  pacis  cohibentia  Janum, 
Et  *  formidatam  Parthis,  te  principe,  Romam: 
Si  quantum  cuperem,  pofTem  quoque.  fed  neque  parvum 
*  Carmen  majeftas  recipit  tua ;  nee  meus  audet 
Rem  tentare  pudor,  quam  vii-es  ferre  recufent. 
Sedulitas  autem  ^  ilulte,  quern  diligit,  urget ; 
Praecipue  cum  fe  numeris  commendat  et  arte. 
Difcit  enim  citius,  meminitque  libentius  iliud 
Quod  quis  ^  deridet,  quam  quod  probat  et  veneratur. 
Nil  moror  "  oiHcium,  quod  me  gravat :  ac  neque  fidlo 
In  *  pejus  vultu  proponi  cereus  ufquam. 
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WcU  may  he  p  blu{h,  who  gives  it,  or  receives; 

And  when  I  flatter,  let  my  dirty  leaves  415 

(Like  Journals,  Odes,  and  fuch  forgotten  things 

As  Eufden,  Philips,  Settle,  writ  of  Kings) 

^  Clothe  fpice,  line  trunks,  or,  fluttering  in  a  row. 

Befringe  the  rails  of  Bedlam  and  Soho. 


Nee  prave  faflis  decorari  verfibus  opto : 
Ne  P  rubeam  pingui  donatus  munere,  et  una 
Cum  fcriptore  meo  capfa  porredus  aperta, 
"!  Deferar  in  vicum  vendentem  thus  et  odcres, 
Et  piperj  et  quicquid  chartis  amicitur  ineptis. 
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B  O  O  K    II.        E  P  I  S  T  L  E    11. 

"  Ludentis  fpeciem  dabit,  et  torquebitur."     Hor. 

DEAR   CoFnel,    Cobham's   and   your   country's 
Friend ! 
You  love  a  Verfe,  take  fuch  as  I  can  fend. 
*  A  Frenchman  comes,  prefents  you  with  his  Eoy, 
Bows,  and  begins — "  This  Lad,  Sir,  is  of  Blois: 
**  Obferve  his  fhape  how  clean !  his  locks  how  curl'd  ! 
*'  My  only  fon ;  I  'd  have  him  fee  the  world : 
"  His  French  is  pure ;  his  Voice  too — you  (hall  hear. 
*'  Sir,  he  's  your  flave,  for  twenty  pound  a  year. 
"  Mere  wax  as  yet,  you  fafhion  him  with  eafe, 
*'  Your  Barber,  Cook,  Upholiterer,  what  you  pleafe : 
"  A  perfeft  genius  at  an  Opera  fong — 
*'  To  fay  too  much,  might  do  my  honour  wrong. 

"  Take 

E  P  I  S  T  O  L  A      IL 

FLORE,  bono  claroquc  fidelis  amice  Neroni, 
^  Si  quis  forte  velit  puerum  tibi  vendere  natum 
Tibure  vel  Gabiis,  et  tecum  fic  agat :  "  Hie  et 
*'  Candidus,  et  talos  a  vertice  pulcher  ad  imos, 
"  Fict  ericque  tuus  nummorum  millibus  cdoj 
"  Verna  minifteriis  ad  nutus  aptus  heriles ; 
"  Litterulis  Graecis  imbutas,  idoneus  arti 
"  Cuilibet:  argilla  quidvis  imicaberis  uda : 
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Take  him  with  all  his  virtues,  on  my  word; 
"  His  whole  ambition  was  to  ferve  a  Lord: 
■'  But,  Sir,  t©  you,  with  what  would  I  not  part?       15 
' '  Though  faith,  I  fear,  'twill  break  his  Mother's  heart. 
"  Once  (and  but  once)  I  caught  him  in  a  lie, 
'•  And  then,  unwhipp'd,  he  had  the  grace  to  cry: 
'•-  The  fault  he  has  I  fairly  Ihall  reveal, 
"   (Could  you  o'erlook  but  that)  it  is,  to  fteal.'*        20 

^  If,  after  this,  you  took  the  graceful  lad. 
Could  you  complain,  my  Friend,  he  prov'd  fo  bad? 
Faith,  in  fuch  cafe,  if  you  fhould  profecute, 
I  think  Sir  Godfrey  fhould  decide  the  fuit ; 
Who  fent  the  Thief  that  ftole  the  Cafh,  away,  25 

And  punilh'd  him  that  put  it  in  his  way. 

**  Confider  then,  and  judge  me  in  this  light; 
I  told  you  when  I  went,  I  could  not  write ; 

You 

♦•'  Quin  etiam  canet  indodlum,  fed  duke  bibenti. 
"  Multa  fidem  promiffa  levant,  ubi  plenius  aequo 
"  Laudat  venales,  qui  vult  extrudere,  merces. 
"  Res  urget  me  nulla:  meo  fum  pauper  in  aere. 
"  Nemo  hoc  mangonum  faceret  tibi :  non  temere  a  me 
"  Quivis  ferret  idem:  femel  hie  ceffavit,  et  (ut  fit) 
"  In  fcalis  latuit  metuens  pendentis  habenae : 
*'  Des  nummos,  excepta  nihil  te  fi  fuga  laedit." 

^  Ille  ferat  pretium,  poenae  fecurus,  opinor, 
Prudens  emiiti  vitiofum :  difta  tibi  eft  lex. 
Infequeris  tamen  hunc,  et  lite  moraris  iniqua. 

^  Dixi  me  pigrum  proficifcenti  tibi,  dixi 
Talibus  officiis  prope  mancum ;  ne  mea  faevus 
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You  faid  the  fame ;  and  are  you  difcontent 

V/iih  laws,  to  wliich  you  gave  your  own  aflcnt  ?         50 

Nay  worfe,  to  alk  for  Verl'e  at  fuch,  a  time ! 

D'ye  think  me  good  for  nothing  but  to  rhyme? 

^  In  Anna's  Wars,  a  Soldier  poor  and  old 
Had  dearly  earn'd  a  little  purfe  of  gold: 
Tir'd  with  a  tedious  march,  one  lacklefs  night,  35 

He  flept,  poor  dog  !  and  loft  it,  to  a  doit. 
This  put  the  man  in  fuch  a  defperate  mind. 
Between  revenge,  and  grief,  and  hunger  join'd, 
Againfl  the  foe,  himfclf,  and  all  mankind. 
He  leap'd  the  trenches,  fcal'd  a  Caftle-wall,  40 

Tore  down  a  Standard,  took  the  Fort  and  all. 
*'  Prodigious  well!"  his  great  Commander  cry'd. 
Gave  him  much  praife,  and  fome  reward  befide. 
Next,  pleas'd  his  Excellence  a  town  to  batter 
(Its  name  I  know  not,  and  'tis  no  great  matter) ;      45 

"  Ga 

Jurgares  ad  te  quod  epiflola  nulla  veniret. 

Quid  turn  profcci,  mecum  facientia  jura 

Si  tamen  attentas  ?  quereris  fuper  hoc  etiam,  quod 

Expeftata  tlbi  non  mittam  carmina  mendax. 

*^  Luculli  miles  collegia  viatica  multls 
Aerumnis,  laflus  dum  nodlu  ftertit,  ad  alfem 
Perdiderat :  poll  hoc  vehemens  lupus,  et  fibi  et  hofti 
Iratus  pariter,  jejur.is  dentibus  acer, 
Praefidium  regale  loco  dejecit,  ut  aiunt, 
Summe  munito,  et  multarum  divite  rerum. 
Clarus  ob  id  fadlum,  donis  ornatur  honeftis, 
Accipit  et  bis  dena  fuper  feitertia  nummum. 
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"Go  on,  my  Friend,  (he  ciy'd)  fee  yonder  walls! 
"  Advance  and  conquer  !  go  where  glory  calls ! 
"  More  honours,  more  rewards,  attend  the  brave." 
Don't  you  remember  what  reply  he  gave  ? 
"  D'ye  think  me,  noble  General,  fuch  a  Sot?  50 

"  Let  him  take  caftles  who  has  ne'er  a  groat. 

'^  Bred  up  at  home^  full  early  I  begun 
To  read  in  Greek  the  wrath  of  Peleus'  fon. 
Befides,  my  Father  taught  me  from  a  lad. 
The  better  art  to  know  the  good  from  bad;  55 

(And  little  fure  imported  to  remove. 
To  hunt  for  Truth  in  Maudlin's  learned  grove.) 
But  knottier  points,  we  knew  not  half  fo  well, 
Depriv'd  us  foon  of  our  paternal  Cell; 

And 

Forte  fub  hoc  tempus  caftellam  evertere  praetor 
Nefcio  quod  cupiens,  hortari  coepit  eundem 
Verbis,  quae  timido  quoque  poflent  addere  mentem : 
I,  bone,  quo  virtus  tua  te  vocat:  i  pede  faufto, 
Grandia  laturus  meritorum  praemia :  quid  ftas  ? 
Vol  haec  ille  catus,  quantumvis  rufticus,  "  Ibit, 
"  Ibit  eo,  quo  vis,  qui  zonam  psrdidit,  inquit." 

*'  Romae  nuiriri  mihi  contigit,  atque  doceri, 
Jratus  Gralis  quantumnocuifiet  Achilles. 
Adjccere  bonae  paulo  plus  artis  Athenae; 
Scilicet  ut  pofiem  curvo  dignofcere  reftuni, 
Atque  inter  fyh'as  Academi  quaerere  vcrum. 
Dura  fed  emovere  loco  me  tempora  grato; 
Civilifque  rudem  belli  tu'.it  aeftus  in  arma, 
L'aefaris  Auguili  non  refponfura  lacertis. 
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And  certain  Laws,  by  fufFerers  thought  unjuft,  60 

Deny'd  all  pofts  of  profit  or  of  truft : 

Hopes  after  hopes  of  pious  Papifts  fail'd. 

While  mighty  William's  thundering  arnl  prevail'd. 

For  Right  Hereditary  tax'd  and  fin'd, 

He  ftuck  to  poverty  with  peace  of  mind;  65 

And  me,  the  Mufes  help'd  to  undergo  it; 

Convift  a  Papift  he,  and  I  a  Poet. 

But  (thanks  to  Homer)  fince  I  live  and  thrive. 

Indebted  to  no  Prince  or  Peer  alive. 

Sure  I  Ihould  want  the  care  of  ten  Monroes,  70 

If  I  would  fcribble,  rather  than  repofe. 

s  Years  following  years,  fteal  fomething  every  day. 
At  lafl:  they  fleal  us  from  ourfelves  av.'ay ; 
In  one  our  Frolics,  one  Amufements  end. 
In  one  a  Miftrefs  drops,  in  one  a  Friend :  yc 

This  fubtle  Thief  of  life,  this  paltry  Time, 
What  will  it  leave  me,  if  it  fnatch  my  rhyme  ? 
If  every  wheel  of  that  unweary'd  Mill, 
That  turn'd  ten  thoufand  verfes,  now  Hands  Hill  ? 

But 

Unde  fimul  primum  me  demifere  Philippi, 

Decifis  humilem  pennis,  inopemque  paterni 

Et  laris  et  fundi,  paupertas  impuiit  audax 

Ut  verfus  facerem :  fed,  quod  non  defit,  habentem, 

Quae  poterunt  unquam  fatis  expurgare  cicutae, 

Ni  melius  dormire  putem,  quam  fcribere  verfus  ? 

s  Singula  de  nobis  anni  praedantur  euntes ; 
Eripuere  jocos,  venerem,  corivivia,  ludum; 
Tendunt  extorquere  poemata.  quid  faciam  vis  ? 
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^  But  after  all,  what  would  you  have  me  do  ?         80 
When  out  of  twenty  I  can  pleafe  not  two; 
When  this  Heroics  only  deigns  to  praife. 
Sharp  Satire  that,  and  that  Pindaric  lays  ? 
One  likes  the  Pheafant's  wing,  and  one  the  leg ; 
The  vulgar  boil,  the  learned  roaft  an  egg.  85 

Hard  taflc !  to  hit  the  palate  of  fuch  guefts, 
Whc?n  Oldfield  loves  what  Dartineuf  detells. 

^  But  grant  I  may  relapfe,  for  want  of  grace. 
Again  to  rhyme :  can  London  be  the  place  ? 
^yho  there  his  Mufe,  or  felf,  or  foul  attends,  90 

Jn  crouds,  and  courts,  law,  bufmefs,  feafts,  and  friends  ? 
My  counfel  fends  to  execute  a  deed  : 
A  Poet  begs  me  I  will  hear  him  read : 
Jn  Palace-yard  at  nine  you  '11  find  me  there — 
At  ten,  for  certain.  Sir,  in  Bloomfbury-fquare —       95 
Before  the  Lords  at  twelve  my  Caufe  comes  on— 
There  's  a  Rehearfal,  Sir,  exad  at  one.— 

"Oh 

^  Deniqus  non  omnes  eadern  mirantur  amantque. 
Carmine  tu  gaudes :  hie  deledatur  iambis ; 
Hie  Bioneis  fermonibus,  et  fale  nigro. 
Tres  mihi  conviVae  prope  diiTentire  videntur, 
Pofccntes  vario  multum  diverfa  palato. 
Qjjid  dem?  quid  non  dem?  renuis  quod  tu,  jubet  alter: 
Quod  petis,  id  fane  eft  invifum  acidumque  duobus. 

'  Praeter  caetera  me  Romae  ne  poemata  cenfes 
Scribere  pofTe,  inter  tot  curas  totque  labores? 
Hie  fponfum  vocat,  hie  auditum  fcripta,  relidis 
Omnibus  olnciis:  cubat  hie  in  coU?  Quirini, 
R  z 
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"  Oh  but  a  Wit  can  Pcady  in  the  ftreets, 

"■  And  raife  his  mind  above  the  mob  he  meets." 

Not  quite  fo  well  however  as  one  ought;  loo 

A  hackney-coach  may  chance  to  fpoil  a  thought; 

And  then  a  nodding  beam,  or  pig  of  lead, 

God  knows,  may  hurt  the  very  ableft  head. 

Have  you  not  feen,  at  Guildhall's  narrow  pafs. 

Two  Aldermen  difpute  it  with  an  Afs?  105 

And  Peers  give  way,  exalted  as  they  are, 

Ev'n  to  their  own  S-r-v — nee  in  a  Car? 

^  Go,  lofty  Poet !  and  in  fuch  a  croud. 
Sing  thy  fonorous  verfe — but  not  aloud. 
A.las !  to  Grottoes  and  to  Groves  we  run,  1 1-0 

To  eafe  and  filence,  every  Mufe's  Ion : 
Eiackmore  himfelf,  for  any  grand  eiFort, 
Would  drink  and  doze  at  Tooting  or  Earl's-Court. 
How  Ihall  I  rhyme  in  this  eternal  roar  ? 
How  match  the  bards  whom  none  e'er  match'd  before  ? 

The 


Hie  extremo  in  Aventino ;  vifendus  uterque. 
Intervalla  vides  humane  commoda.     "  Verum 
"  Purae  funt  plateae,  nihil  ut  meditantibus  obiret." 
Feftinat  calidus  mulls  gerulifque  redemtor : 
Torquet  nunc  lapidem,  nunc  ingens  machina  tignum: 
Triftia  robuftis  luftaniur  funera  plauilris : 
Hac  rabiofa  fugit  canis,  hac  lutulenta  ruit  fus. 
^  I  nunc,  et  verfus  tecum  meditare  canoros. 
Scriptorum  chorus  omnis  amat  nemus,  et  fugit  urbes, 
llite  cliens  Bacchi,  fomno  gaudentis  et  umbra. 
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'  The  Man,'  who,  ftretch'd  in  Ills'  calm  retreat. 
To  books  and  ftudy  gives  feven  years  complete, 
Sfee !  ftrow'd  with  learned  duft,  his  nightcap  on. 
He  walks,  an  objefl  new  beneath  the  fun  ! 
The  boys  flock  round  him,  and  the  people  ftare :  1 20 
So  ftifF,  fo  mute !  feme  ftatue  you  would  fwear, 
Srepp'dfrom  its  Pedeftal  to  take  the  air! 
And  here,  while  town,  and  court,  and  city  roars. 
With  mobs,  and  duns,  and  foldlers,  at  their  doors; 
Shall  I,  in  London,  aft  this  idle  part?  125 

Compofmg  fongs,  for  Fools  to  get  by  heart  ? 

"  The  Temple  late  two  brother  Sergeants  faw. 
Who  deem'd  each  other  Oracles  of  Law; 
With  equal  talents,  thefe  congenial  fouls, 
One  luU'd  th'  Exchequer,  and  one  ftunn'd  the  Rolls ; 
Each  had  a  gravity  would  make  you  fplit. 
And  fiiook  his  head  at -Murray,  as  a  Wit. 

'Twas, 

Tu  me  inter  Crepitus  nodlurnos  atque  diurnos 
Vis  canere,  et  co.itrada  fequi  veftigia  vatun>? 

^  Ingenium,  fibi  quod  vacuas  defurafit  Athenas, 
Et  ftudiis  annos  feptem  dedit,  infenuitque 
Libris  et  curis,  ftatua  taciturnius  exit 
Plerumque,  et  rifu  populum  quatit ;  hie  ego  rerum 
Fluftibus  in  mediis,  et  tempertatibus  urbis. 
Verba  lyrae  motura  fonum  conneftere  digner  ? 

'^  Prater  erat  Romae  confulti  rhetor ;  ut  alter 
Alteriuo  fermone  meros  audiret  honores : 
Gracchus  ut  hie  illi  foret,  huic  ut  Mucius  ilb. 
Qui  minus  argutos  vexat  furor  ilte  poetas  ? 
R3 
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'Twas,  "  Sir,  your  law" — and  "  Sir,  your  eloquence,** 
"  Yours,  Cowper's  manner — and  yours,  Talbot's  fenfe^" 
°  Thus  we  difpofe  of  all  pcetic  merit,  135 

Yours  Milton's  genius,  and  mine  Homer's  fpirit. 
Call  Tibbald  Shakefpeare,  and  he  '11  f»vear  the  Nine, 
Dear  Gibber !  never  match'd  one  Ode  of  thine. 
Lord!  how  we  ftrut  through  Ivlerlin's  Cave, >to  fee 
No  Poets  there,  but  Stephen,  you,  and  rae.  ,1^0 

Walk  with  refpeft  behind,  while  we  at  eafe 
Weave  laurel  Crowns,  and  take  what  names  we  pleafe. 
"  My  dear  Tibullus!"  if  that  will  not  do, 
"  Let  me  be  Horace,  and  be  Ovid  you : 
**  Or,  I  'm  content,  allow  me  Dryden's  ftrains,        145 
*'  And  you  fliall  rife  up  Otway  for  your  pains." 
Much  do  I  fuffer,  much,  to  keep  in  peace 
'Ihis  jealous,  v/afpilh,  vvrong-head,  rhym'.ng  race; 


"  Carmina  compono,  hie  elegos ;  mirabile  vlfu, 
Caelatumque  novem  Mulis  opus,  afpice  primum, 
Quanto  cum  faitu,  quanto  molimine  circum- 
fpe«Etemus  vacuara  Romanis  vatlbus  aedem. 
Mox  etiam  (fi  forte  vacas)  fequere,  etprocul  audi. 
Quid  ferat,  et  quare  fibi  nedat  uterque  covonam. 
Caedimur,  .et  totidem  plagis  confurnimas  hoi?iem^ 
Lento  Samnites  ad  lumina  prima  duello. 
Difcedo  Alcaeus  pundlo  illius;  ille  meo  quis? 
Quis,  nili  Callimachus?  11  plus  adpofcere  vifus: 
Fit  Mimnermus,  ct  optivo  cognomine  crefcit. 
Multa  fero,  ut  placem  genus  icritabile  v?.tum. 
Cum  fcribo,  et  fupplex  populi  fuiji-agia  capto ; 
I 


I 
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And  much  muft  flatter,  if  the  whim  Ihould  bite 
To  court  applaufe  by  printing  what  I  write:  150 

But  let  the  fit  pafs  o'er,  I  'm  wife  enough 
To  flop  my  ears  to  their  confounded  ftuff. 

"  In  vain,  bad  Rhymers  all  mankind  rejeft, 
They  treat  themfelves  with  moft  profound  refpecl; 
'Tis  to  fmall  purpofe  that  you  hold  your  tongue,      155 
Each  prais'd  within,  is  happy  all  day  long : 
But  how  feverely  with  themfelves  proceed 
The  Men,  who  write  fuch  Verfe  as  we  can  read  ? 
Their  own  Irrid  Judges,  not  a  word  they  fpare. 
That  wants  or  force,  or  light,  or  weight,  or  care,  1 60 
Howe'er  .unwillingly  it  quits  its  place. 
Nay  though  at  Court  (perhaps)  it  may  find  grace: 
Such  they  '11  degrade;  and  fometiraes,  in  its  Head, 
P  In  downright  charity  revive  the  deadj 

Mark 

Idem,  finitis  ftudiis^  et  raente  recepta, 
Obcurem  patulas  impune  legentibus  aures. 

°  Ridentur  mala  qui  componunt  carmina :  verum 
Gaudet  fcribentes,  et  fe  venerantur,  et  ultro. 
Si  taceas,  laadant  j  quidquid  fcripfere,  beati. 
At  qui  legitlmum  cupiet  fecifTe  poema. 
Cum  tabulis  animum  cenforis  fumet  honefti : 
Audebit  quaecunque  parum  fL:)lendoris  habebunt, 
Et  fme  pondere  erunt,  et  honore  indigna  ferentur. 
Verba  movere  loco ;  quamvis  invita  recedant, 
Et  verfentur  adhuc  intra  penetralia  Veftae: 
P  Obfcurata  diu  populo  bonus  cruet,  atque 
Proferet  in  lucem  fpeciofa  vocabula  rerum, 
R4 
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Mark  where  a  bold,  exprefiive  phrafe  appears,         165 

Bright  through  the  rubbifh  of  fome  hundred  years ; 

Command  old  words  that  long  have  flept,  to  wake. 

Words,  that  wife  Bacon,  or  brave  Ravvleigh  fpake; 

Or  bid  the  new  be  Englifh,  ages  hence, 

(For  Ufe  will  father  what  's  begot  by  Senfe)  170 

Pour  the  full  tide  of  eloquence  along,  n 

Serenely  pure,  and  yet  divinely  ftrong,  > 

Rich  with  the  treafures  of  each  foreign  tongue ;  3 

Prune  the  luxuriant,  the  uncouth  refine. 

But  Ihow  no  mercy  to  an  empty  line :  175 

Then  polifli  all,  with  fo  much  life  and  cafe. 

You  think  'tis  Nature,  and  a  knack  to  pleafe : 

*'  Buteafe  in  writing  flows  from  Art,  not  chance; 

**  As  thofe  move  eafieft  who  have  learn'd  to  dance." 

1  If  fuch  the  plague  and  paLns  to  write  by  rule,    iSo 
Better  (fav  I)  be  pleas'd,  and  plav  the  fool; 

Call 


Quae  prifcis  memorata  Catonibus  atque  Cethegis, 
Nunc  fitus  informis  prem.it  et  deferta  vetuflas ; 
Adfcifcet  nova,  quae  genitor  produxerit  ufus : 
Vehemens  et  liquidus,  puroque  fimillimus  amni, 
Fundcc  opes,  Latiumque  beabit  divite  lingua : 
Laxuriantia  compefcet :  nimis  afpera  fano 
Lcvabit  cultu,  virtute  carentia  toilet : 
Laudentis  fpeciem  dabit,  torquebitur,  ut  qui 
Nunc  Satyrura,  nunc  agrellcm  Qyclopa  movetur. 
•5  Praetulerim  fcriptor  delirus  incrfque  videri, 
Dum  mea  delcftent  mala  me,  vel  denique  fallant, 
Quam  fapere,  et  ringi.     Fuit  haud  ignobiiis  Argis, 
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Call,  if  you  will,  bad  rhyming  a  difeafe. 

It  gives  men  happinefs,  or  leaves  them  eafe. 

There  liv'd  in  primo  Georgii  (they  record) 

A  worthy  member,  no  fmall  fool,  a  Lord ;  1S5 

Who,  though  the  Houfe  was  up,  delighted  fate. 

Heard,  noted,  anfwer'd,  as  in  full  debate  : 

In  all  but  this,  a  man  of  fcber  life. 

Fond  of  his  Friend,  and  civil  to  his  Wife; 

Not  quite  a  madman,  though  a  pafty  fellj  190 

And  much  too  v/i{c  to  walk  into  a  well. 

Him,  the  damn'd  Doftors  and  his  Friends  immur'd. 

They  bled,  they  cupp'd,  they  purg'd;  in  ihort,  they 

cur'd : 
Vv/hereat  the  gentleman  began  to  ftare — 
My  Friends !  he  cry'd,  p-x  take  you  for  your  care !  195 
That  from,  a  Patriot  of  diftinguiQi'd  note. 
Have  bled  and  purg'd  me  to  a  fimple  Vote. 

Well, 


Qui  fe  credebat  miros  audire  tragoedos. 
In  vacuo  laetus  feflbr  plauforque  theatre : 
Caetera  qui  vitae  fervaret  munia  redo 
More ;  bonus  fane  vicinus,  amabilis  hofpes, 
Comis  in  uxorem  ?  poffet  qui  ignofcere  fervis, 
Et  figno  laefo  non  infanire  lagenae : 
Poflet  qui  rupem,  et  puteum  vitare  patentem. 
Hie  ubi  cognatorum  opibus  curifque  refedtus, 
Expulit  elleboro  morbum  bilemque  meraco, 
Et  redit  ad  fefe :  Pol  me  occidiiHs,  amici, 
Non  fervaftis,  ait ;  cui  fic  extorta  voluptas, 
Et  demptus  per  vim  mentis  gratiffimus  error. 
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>■  Well,  on  the  whole,  plain  profe  muft  be  my  fate: 
Wifaom  (curfe  on  it)  will  come  foon  or  late. 
There  is  a  time  when  Poets  will  grow  dull :  200 

I  '11  e'en  leave  verfes  to  the  boys  at  fchool : 
To  rules  of  Pjaetry  no  more  conlin'd, 
I  '11  learn  to  fmooth  and  harmonize  my  Mind, 
Teach  every  thought  within  its  bounds  to  roll. 
And  keep  the  equal  meafure  of  the  Soul.  205. 

5  Soon  as  I  enter  at  my  country  door. 
My  mind  refumes  ,the  thread  it  dropp'd  before"; 
Thoughts  which  at  Hyds-park  corner  I  forgot. 
Meet  and  rejoin  me,  in  the  Penfive  Grot. 
There  all  alone,  and  compliments  apart,  210 

I  aflc  thefe  fober  queftions  .of  my  heart. 

'  If,  when  the  more  you  drink,  the  more  you  crave. 
You  tell  the  Doctor ;  when  the  more  yoa  have. 
The  more  you  want,  why  ,not  with  equal  eaie 
Confcfs  as  well  your  Folly,  as  difeafe?  jic 

The  heart  refolves  this  matter  in  a  trice, 
*'  Men  only  feel  the  Smart,  but  not  the  Vice." 

When 


^  Nimirum  fapere  eft  abjedlis  utile  nugis, 
Et  tempeftivum  pueris  concedere  ludum ; 
5  Ac  non  verba  fequi  fidlbus  modulanda  Latinis, 
Sed  verae  numerofque  modofque  edifcere  vitae. 
Quocirca  mecum  loquor  haec,  tacitufque  recorder; 

'  Si  tibi  nulla  fitim  finiret  copia  lymphae, 
Narrares  medicis :  quod  quanto  plura  parafti, 
Tanto  plura  cupis,  nulline  faterier  audes  ? 
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«  When  golden  Angels  ceafe  to  cure  the  Evil, 
You  give  all  royal  Witchcraft  to  the  Devil : 
When  fervile  Chaplains  cry,  that  birth  and  place     220 
Indue  a  Peer  with  honour,  truth,  and  grace; 
Look  in  that  breaft,  moil  dirty  Dean !  be  fair. 
Say,  can  you  find  out  one  fuch  lodger  there? 
Yet  ftiil,  not  heeding  what  your  heart  can  teach. 
You  go  to  church  to  hear  thefs  Flatterers  preach.   225 

Indeed,  could  wealth  bellow  or  wit  or  merit, 
A  grain  of  courage,  or  a  fpark  of  fpirit. 
The  wifeR  man  might  blulh,  I  muft  agree. 
If  D***  lov'd  fixpence,  more  than  he. 

^  If  there  be  truth  in  Law,  and  Ufe  can  give      230 
A  Property,  that  's  yours  on  which  you  live. 
DcHghtful  Abs-Gourt,  if  its  fields  afford 
Their  fruits  to  you,  confefTes  you  its  lord : 

AU 


"  Si  vulnus  tibi  monftrata  radice  vel  herba 
Non  fieret  levius,  fugeres  radice  vel  herba 
Proficiente  nihil  curarier :  audieras,  cui 
Rem  Di  donarint,  ille  decedere  pravam 
Stultitiam;  et,  cum  fis  nihilo fapientior,  ex, quo 
Plenior  es,  tamen  uteris  monitoribus  ifdem  ? 

At  fi  divitiae  prudentam  reddere  pofTent, 
Si  cupidum  tirnidumque  minus  te :  nempe  ruberes, 
Viveret  in  terris,  te  fi  quis  avarior  uno. 
'^  Si  proprium  eft,  quod  quis  libra  mercatus  et  acre  Q&3 
Quaedam  (fi  credis  confultis)  mancipat  ufus : 
Qui  te  pafcit  ager,  tuus  eft;  et  vilHcus  Orbi, 
•Cum  fegetes  occat.tibi  mox  frumenta  daturas. 


aji 
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All  ^  Worldly's  hens,  nny,  partridge,  fold  to  town. 

His  venifon  too,  a  guinea  makes  your  own  :  235 

He  bought  at  thoufands,  what  with  belter  wit 

You  purchafe  as  you  want,  and  bit  by  bit; 

Now,  or  long  fince,  what  difFerence  will  be  found  ? 

You  pay  a  penny,  and  he  paid  a  pound. 

y  Heathcote  himfjlf,  and  fuch  large-acred  men,  240 
Lords  of  fat  E'fham,  or  of  Lincoln-fen, 
Buy  every  ftick  of  wood  that  lends  them  heat ; 
Buy  every  Pullet  they  afford  to  eat. 
Yet  thefe  are  Wights,  who  fondly  call  their  own 
Half  that  the  Devil  o'erlooks  from  Lincoln-town.    245 
The  Laws  of  God,  as  well  as  of  the  land. 
Abhor  a  Perpetuity  fnould  ftaad  : 
Eftates  have  wings,  and  hang  in  Fortune's  power 
^  Loofe  on  the  point  of  every  wavering  hour. 

Ready, 

Te  dominum  fentit. 

^  das  nummos ;  accipis  uvam, 
PuUos,  ova,  cadum,  temeti :  ncmpe  modo  ifto 
Paulatim  mercaris  agrum,  fortaife  trecentis, 
Aut  etiam  fupra,  nummorum  millibus  emtum. 
Quid  refert,  vivas  numerate  nuper,  an  ohm  ? 
y  Emtor  Aricini  quondam,  Veientis  et  arvi, 
Emtum  coenat  olus,  quamvis  aliter  putat;  emtis 
Sub  nodlem  gelidam  lignis  calefadlat  ahenum. 
Sed  vocat  ufque  fuum,  qua  populus  adfita  certis 
Limitibus  vicina  refigit  jurgia:  tanquam 
^  Sit  proprium  cuiquam,  pundto  quod  mobilis  horae. 
Nunc  prece,  nunc  pretio,  nunc  vi,  nunc  for.te  fuprema. 


I 
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Ready,  by  force,  or  of  your  own  accord,  250 

By  fale,  at  leaft  by  death,  to  change  their  lord. 

Man  ?  and  for  ever  ?  wretch !  what  wouldft  thou  have  ? 

Heir  urges  heir,  like  wave  impelling  wave. 

All  vail:  poffeffions  (juft  the  fame  the  cafe 

Whether  you  call  them  Villa,  Park,  or  Chace)        255 

Alas,  myBATHURsr!  what  will  they  avail  ? 

Join  Cotfwood's  hills  to  Saperton's  fair  dale. 

Let  rifmg  Granaries  and  Temples  here. 

There  mingled  farms  and  pyramids  appear. 

Link  towns  to  towns  with  avenues  of  oak,  26© 

Enclofe  whole  downs  in  walls,  'tis  all  a  joke  ! 

Inexorable  Death  fhall  level  all. 

And  trees,  and  ftones,  and  farms,  and  farmer  fall. 

^  Gold,  Silver,  Ivory,  Vafes  fculptur'd  high. 
Paint,  Marble,  Gems,  and  robes  of  Perfian  dye,     265 
There  arc  who  have  not — and  thank  heaven  there  are. 
Who,  if  they  hxve  not,  think  not  worth  their  care. 

^  Talk  what  you  will  of  Talle,  my  friend,  you  '11  find 
Two  of  a  face,  as  foon  as  of  a  mind. 

Why, 


Permutet  dominos,  et  cedat  in  altera  jura. 

Sic,  quia  perpetuus  nulli  datur  ufus,  et  haeres 
Haeredcm  alterius,  velut  unda  fupervenit  undam : 
Quid  vici  profunt,  aut  horrea  ?  quidve  Calabris 
Saltibus  adjefti  Lucani;  fi  metit  Ore  us 
Grandia  cum  parvis,  non  exorabilis  auro  ? 

^  Gemmas,  marmor,  ebur,  Tyrrhena  figilla,  tabellas, 
.  Argentum,  veiles  Gaetulo  murice  tinftas. 
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Why,  of  two  brothers,  rich  arid  reftlefs  one  270 

Plows,  burns,  manures,  and  toils  from  fun  to  fun; 

The  other  flights,  for  women,  fports,  and  wines. 

All  Townfhend's  Turnips,  and  all  Grofvenor's  mines: 

Why  one  like  Bu —  with  pay  and  fcorn  content. 

Bows  and  votes  on,  in  Court  and  Parliament;  275 

One,  driven  by  ftrong  Benevolence  of  foul. 

Shall  fly,  like  Oglethorpe,  from  pole  to  pole : 

Is  known  alone  to  that  Direfting  Power,    " 

Who  forms  the  Genius  in  the  natal  hour; 

That  God  of  Nature,  who,  within  us  ftill,  280 

Inclines  our  aftion,  not  conftrains  our  will; 

Various  of  temper,  as  of  face  or  frame. 

Each  individual:  His  great  End  the  fame. 

•=  Yes,  Sir,  how  fmall  foever  be  my  heap, 
A  part  I  will  enjoy,  as  well  as  keep.  2Sj 

My  heir  may  figh,  and  think  it  want  of  grace 
A  man  fo  poor  would  live  without  a  place: 


Sunt  qui  non  habeant;  eft  qui  non  curat  habere. 

^  Cur  alter  fratrum  ceflTare,  et  ludere,  et  ungi 
Praeferat  Herodis  palmetis  pinguibus;  alter 
Dives  et  importunus,  ad  umbram  lucis  ab  ortu 
Silveftrem  flammis  et  ferro  mitiget  agrum  : 
Scit  Genius,  natale  comes  qui  temperat  aftrum : 
Naturae  Deus  humanae,  mortalis  in  unum.-^ 
Quodque  caput,  vultu  mutabilis,  albus,  et  ater. 

•=  Utar,  et  ex  modico,  quantum  res  pofcet,  acervo 
Tollam:  nee  metuam,  quid  de  me  judicet  haercs. 
Quod  non  plura  datis  invenerit.  et  tamen  idem 
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But  fure  no  ftatute  in  his  favour  fays. 

How  free,  or  frugal,  I  fiiall  pafs'  niy  days : 

1,  who  at  fome  times  fpend,  at  others  fpare,  296 

Divided  between  carelefTnefs  and  care. 

'Tis  one  thing  madly  to  difperfe  my  ftore; 

Another,  not  to'  heed  to  treafure  more  : 

Glad,  like  a  Boy,  to  fnatch  the  firft  good  day. 

And  pleas'd,  if  fordid  want  be  far  away.  295 

*■  What  is  't  to  me  (a  pafTenger  God  wot) 
Whether  my  vefl'el  be  firft-n-lte-  or  not? 
The  fhip  itfelf  may  make  a  better  figure ; 
But  I  that  fail,  am  neither  lefs  nor  bigger: 
I  neither  ftrutwith  every  favouring  breath,  ^cd 

Nor  ftrive  with  all  the  tempefi:  in  my  teeth. 
In  power,  wit,  figure,  virtue,  fortune,  plac'd 
Behind  the  foremoft,  and  before  the  laft. 

But 


Scire  volam,  quantum  fimplex  hilarifque  nepoti 
Difcrepet,  et  quantum  difcordet  parcus  avaro. 
Diftat  enim,  fpargas  tua  prodigus,  an  neque  fumtum. 
Invitus  facias,  nee  plura  parare  labores; 
Ac  potius,  puer  ut  fellis  Quinquatribus  olim, 
Exiguo  gratoque  fruaris  tempore  raptim. 
^  Pauperies  immunda  domus  procul  abfit :  ego,  utruirt 
Nave  fcrar  magna  an  parva,  ferar  unus  et  idem.  ^ 
Non  agimur  tumidis  velis  Aquilone  fecundo: 
-Non  tamen  adverfis  aetatem  ducimus  Aullris. 
•Viribus,  ingenio,  fpecie,  virtute,  loco,  re. 
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s  "  But  why  all  this  of  Avarice?  I  have  none." 
I  wiih  you  joy.  Sir,  of  a  Tyrant  gone;  305 

But  does  no  other  lord  it  at  this  hour. 
As  wild  and  mad?  the  Avarice  of  power? 
Does  neither  Rage  inflame,  nor  Fear  appall? 
Not  the  black  fear  of  death,  that  faddens  all  ? 
With  terrors  round,  can  Reafon  hold  her  throne,      310 
Defpife  the  known,  nor  tremble  at  th'  unknown  ? 
Survey  both  worlds,  intrepid  and  entire. 
In  fpite  of  witches,  devils,  dreams,  and  fire  ? 
Pleas'd  to  look  forward,  pleas'd  to  look  behind. 
And  count  each  birth-day  with  a  grateful  mind  ?     315 
Has  life  no  foarnefs,  drawn  fo  near  its  end ; 
Canfi:  thou  endure  a  foe,  forgive  a  friend? 
Has  age  but' melted  the  rough  parts  away. 
As  winter-fruits  grow  mild  ere  they  decay  ? 
Or  will  you  think,  my  friend,  your  bufmefs  done,  320 
When,  of  a  hundred  thorns,  yoa  pull  out  one? 

Learn 


Extreml  primorum,  extremis  ufque  prlcrcs. 

8  Non  es  avarus:  abi.  quid?  caeterajam  fimul  ifco 
Cum  vitio  fugere  ?  caret  tibi  peftus  inani 
Ambitione  ?  caret  mortis  formidine  et  ira  ? 
Somnia,  terrores  magicos,  miracula,  fagas, 
Noclurnos  lemures,  portentaque  ThefTala  rides  ? 
Natales  grate  numeras  ?  ignofcis  amicis  ? 
Lenior  etmelior  fis  accedente  fenedla? 
Quid  te  extrema  levat  fpinis  de  pluribus  una? 


I 
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^  Learn  to  live  will,  or  fairly  make  your  will; 
You  've  play'd,  and  lov'd,  and  eat,  and  drank  your  fill : 
Walk  fober  ofF;  before  a  fpiightlier  age 
Comes  tittering  on,  and  fhoves  you  from  the  llage ; 
Leave  fuch  to  trifle  with  more  grace  and  eafe. 
Whom  Folly  pleafes,  and  whofe  Follies  pleafc. 


•>  Vivere  fi  re£le  nefcis,  decede  peritis. 
Lufifli  futis,  edifli  fatis,  atque  blbilH : 
Tempus  abire  tibi  eft ;  ne  potum  largius  aequo 
Rideat,  et  pulfet  lafclva  decentius  aetas. 
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SATIRE       11. 

YES ;  thank  my  ftars !  as  early  as  I  knew 
This  Town,  I  had  the  fenfe  to  hate  it  too : 
Yet  here,  as  ev'n  in  Hell,  there  muft  be  ftill 
One  Giant- Vice,  fo  excellently  ill. 
That  all  befide,  one  pities,  not  abhors;  j 

As  who  knows  Sappho,  fnriles  at  other  whores. 

I  grant  that  Poetry  's  a  crying  fin ; 
It  brought  (no  doubt)  th'  Excife  and  Army  in : 
Catch'd  like  the  Plague,  or  Love,  the  Lore  knows  how,. 
But  that  the  cure  is  ftarving,  all  allow.  lo 

Yet  like  the  PapiiVs,  is  the  Poet's  Hate, 
Poor  and  difarm'd,  and  hardly  worth  your  hate! 

Here 


SATIRE       II. 

SIR ;  though  (I  thank  God  for  it)  I  do  hate 
Perfectly  all  this  town :  yet  there  's  one  Hate 
In  all  ill  things,  fo  excellently  belt. 
That  hate  towards  them,  breeds  pity  towards  the  reft.. 
Though  Poetry,  indeed,  be  fuch  a  fin. 
As  I  think,  that  brings  dearth  and  Spaniards  in: 
Though  like  the  pelUlence  and  old-fafhion'd  lovCj 
Ridlingly  it  catch  men,  and  doth  remove 
Never,  till  it  be  ftarv'd  out;  yet  their  ftate 
Is  poor,  difarm'd,  like  Papifts,  not  wortli  hate. 
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Here  a  lean  Bard,  whofe  wit  could  never  give 
Himfelf  a  dinner,  makes  an  Adlor  live: 
The  Thief  condemn'd,  in  law  already  dead,  15 

So  prompts,  and  faves  a  rogue  who  cannot  read. 
Thus  as  the  pipes  of  fome  carv'd  Organ  move, 
The  gilded  puppets  dance  and  mount  above. 
Heav'd  by  the  breath  th'  infpiring  bellows  tlow: 
Th'  infpiring  bellows  lie  and  pant  below.  20 

One  fmgs  the  Fair:  but  fcngs  no  longer  move; 
-No  rat  is  rhym'd  to  death,  nor  maid  to  love : 
In  love's,  in  nature's  fpite,  the  fiege  they  hold. 
And  fcorn  the  flelh,  the  devil,  and  all  but  gold. 

Thefe  write  to  Lords,  fome  mean  reward  to  get,  25 
As  needy  beggars  fing  at  doors  for  meat. 

Thofe 

One  (like  a  wretch,  which  at  barre  judg'd  as  dead. 
Yet  prompts  him  which  ftands  next,  and  cannot  read. 
And  faves  his  life)  gives  Idiot  Afters  means 
(Starving  himfelf)  to  live  by  's  labour'd  fcenes. 
As  in  fome  Organs  Puppits  dance  above. 
And  bellows  p.int  below,  which  them  do  move. 
One  would  move  love  by  rhymes;    but  witchcraft's 

charms 

Bring  not  now  their  old  fears,  nor  their  old  harms ; 
Rams  and  flings  now  are  filly  battery, 
Piftolets  are  the  befl  artillery. 
And  they  who  write  to  Lords,  rewards  to  get. 
Are  they  not  like  fingers  at  doors  for  meat  ? 
And  they  who  write,  bccaufe  all  write,  have  ilili 
That  'fcufe  for  writing,  and  for  writing  ill. 
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Thofe  write  becaufe  all  write,  and  fo  have  ftlU 
Excufe  for  writing,  and  for  writing  ill. 

Wretched  indeed !  but  far  more  wretched  yet 
Is  he  who  makes  his  meal  on  others  wit : 
'Tis  chang'd,  no  doubt,  from  what  it  was  before; 
His  rank  digeftion  makes  it  wit  no  more : 
Senfe,  paft  through  him,  no  longer  is  the  fame  ; 
For  food  digefted  takes  another  name. 

I  pafs  o'er  all  thofe  ConfefTors  and  Martyrs, 
Who  live  like  S — tt — n,  or  who  die  like  Chartres, 
Out-cant  old  Efdras,  or  out-drink  his  heir, 
Out-ufure  Jews,  or  Irifhmen  out-fwear; 
Wicked  as  Pages,  who  in  early  years 
Aft  fms  which  Frifca's  Confeffor  fcarce  hears. 
Ev'n  thofe  I  pardon,  for  wliofe  fmful  fake 
Schoolmen  new  tenements  in  hell  muft  make; 


But  he  is  worit,  who  beggarly  doth  chaw 
Others  wits  fruits,  and  in  his  ravenous  maw 
Rankly  digefted,  doth  thofe  things  out-fpue. 
As  his  own  things ;  and  they  're  his  own,  'tis  true. 
For  if  one  eat  my  meat,  though  it  be  known 
The  meat  was  mine,  the  excrement  's  his  own. 

But  thefe  do  me  no  harm,  nor  they  which  ufe, 

.     .to  out-ufure  Jews, 

To  out-drink  the  fea,  t'  out-fwear  the  Letanie, 
Who  with  iins  all  kinds  as  familiar  be 
As  Confeflbrs,  and  for  whofe  finful  fake 
Schoolmen  new  tenements  in  hell  muft  make  ; 
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Of  whofe  ftrange  crimes  no  Canonift  can  tell 

In  what  Commandment's  large  contents  they  dwell. 

One,  one  man  only  breeds  my  juft  offence;  45 

Whom  crimes  gave  wealth,  and  wealth  gave  Impudence : 
Time,  that  at  laft  matures  a  clap  to  pox, 
Whofe  gentle  progrefs  makes  a  calf  an  ox. 
And  brings  all  natural  events  to  pafs. 
Hath  made  him  an  Attorney  of  an  Afs.  50 

No  young  divine,  new-benefic'd,  can  be 
More  pert,  more  proud,  more  pofitive,  than  he. 
What  further  could  I  wiih  the  fop  to  do. 
But  turn  a  wit,  and  fcribble  verfes  too? 
Pierce  the  fofc  labyrinth  of  a  Lady's  ear  55 

With  rhymes  of  this  per  cent,  and  that  per  year  ? 
Or  court  a  Wife,  fpread  out  liis  wily  parts. 
Like  nets  or  lime-twigs,  for  rich  Widows  hearts; 
Call  himfelf  Barriiter  to  every  wench. 
And  wooe  in  language  of  the  Pleas  and  Bench  ?        60 

Language 


Whofe  ftrange  fms  Canonifts  could  hardly  tell 

In  which  Commandment's  large  receit  they  dwell. 

But  thefe  punifh  themfelves.     The  infolence 
Of  Cofcus,  only,  breeds  my  juft  offence, 
Whom  time  (which  rots  all,  and  makes  botches  pox. 
And  plodding  on,  muft  make  a  calf  an  ox) 
Hath  made  a  Lawyer;  wh'ch  (alas)  of  late; 
But  fcarce  a  Poet:  jollier  of  this  ftate. 
Than  are  new-benefic'd  Minifters,  he  throws 
Like  nets  or  lime-twigs  wherefoe'er  he  goes 
S4. 
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Language,  which  Boreas  might  to  Aufter  hold 
More  rough  than  forty  Germans  when  they  fcold. 

Curs'd  be  the  wretch,  fo  venal  and  fo  vain  : 
Paltry  and  proud,  as  drabs  in  Drury-lane. 
'Tis  fuch  a  bounty  as  was  never  known. 
If  Peter  deigns  to  help  you  to  your  own: 
What  thanks,  what  praife,  if  Peter  but  fupplies! 
And  what  a  folemn  face,  if  he  denies ! 
Grave,  as  when  prifoners  (hake  the  head  and  fwear 
'Twas  only  Suretifhip  that  brought  them  there. 
His  Office  keeps  your  Parchment  fates  entire. 
He  ftarves  with  cold  to  fave  them  from  the  fire; 
For  you  he  walks  the  ftreets  through  rain  or  dull. 
For  not  in  Chariots  Peter  puts  his  truft ; 


For 


His  tittle  of  Barrifter  en  every  wench. 
And  wooes  in  language  of  the  Pleas  and  Bench.  *  * 
Words,  words  which  would  tear 
The  tender  labyrinth  of  a  Maid's  foft  ear  : 
More,  more  than  ten  Sclavonians  fcolding,  more 
Than  when  winds  in  our  ruln'd  Abbeys  roar. 
Then  fick  with  Poetry,  and  polTeft  with  Mufe 
Thou  waft,  and  mad  1  hop'd;  but  men  which  chufe 
Law  pradice  for  mere  gain :  bold  foul  repute 
Worfe  than  imbrothel'd  ilrumpets  proftitute. 
Now  like  an  owl-like  watchman  he  muft  walk. 
His  hand  Itill  at  a  bill ;  now  he  muft  talk 
Idly,  like  prifoners,  which  whole  months  will  fwear. 
That  only  furetilhip  had  brought  them  there. 
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For  you  he  fweats  and  labours  at  the  laws,  75 

Takes  God  to  witnefs  he  afFefts  your  caufe. 
And  lies  to  every  Lord  in  every  thing. 
Like  a  King's  Favourite — or  like  a  King. 
Thefe  are  the  talents  that  adorn  them  all. 
From  wicked  Waters  ev'n  to  godly  *  *  8q 

Not  more  of  Simony  beneath  black  gowns. 
Not  mere  of  bafiardy  in  heirs  to  Crowns. 
In  fhillings  and  in  pence  at  firft  they  deal ; 
And  fleal  fo  little,  few  perceive  they  ftcal ; 
Till,  like  the  Sea,  they^ipompafs  all  the  land,  85 

From  Scots  to  Wight,  from  Mount  to  Dover  ftrand : 
And  when  rank  Widows  purchafe  lufcious  nights. 
Or  when  a  Duke  to  Janfl'en  punts  at  White's, 
Or  City  Heir  in  mortgage  melts  away; 
Satan  himfelf  feels  far  lefs  joy  than  they.  go 

Piecemeal 


And  to  every  fuitor  lye  in  every  thing. 
Like  a  King's  Favourite — or  like  a  King. 
Like  a  wedge  in  a  block,  wring  to  the  barre. 
Bearing  like  affes,  and  more  fliamelefs  farre 
Than  carted  whores,  lye  to  the  grave  Judge;  for 
Bafcardy  abounds  not  in  King's  titles,  nor 
Simony  and  Sodomy  in  Churchmen's  lives. 
As  thefe  things  do  in  him ;  by  thefe  he  thrives. 
Shortly  (as  th'  fea)  he  '11  compafs  all  the  land. 
From  Scots  to  Wight,  from  Mount  to  Dover  ftrand-. 
And  fpying  heirs  melting  with  Luxury, 
Satan  will  not  joy  at  their  fms  as  he ; 
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Piecemeal  they  win  this  acre  firft,  then  that. 
Glean  on,  and  gather  up  the  whole  eftate. 
Then  ftrongly  fencing  ill -got  wealth  by  law. 
Indentures,  Covenants,  Articles  they  draw. 
Large  as  the  fields  themfelves,  and  larger  far  95 

Than  Civil  Codes,  with  all  their  Glofles,  are; 
So  vaft,  our  new  Divines,  we  mull:  confefs. 
Are  Fathers  of  the  Church  for  writing  lefs. 
But  let  them  v/rite  for  you,  each  rogue  impairs 
The  deeds,  and  dextroufly  omits, y^j  heir^s :  100 

No  Commentator  can  more  flily  pafs 
Over  a  learn'd,  unintelligible  place  : 
Or,  in  quotation,  fhrewd  Divines  leave  out 
Thofe  words  that  would  againft  them  clear  the  doubt. 

So 


For  (as  a  thrifty  wench  fcrapes  kitchen-ftuffe. 
And  barrelling  the  dropings  and  the  fnufFe 
Of  wafting  candles,  which  in  thirty  year, 
Reliquely  kept,  perchance  buys  wedding  chear) 
Piecemeal  he  gets  lands,  and  fpends  as  much  time 
Wringing  each  acre,  as  maids  pulling  prime. 
In  parchment  then,  large  as  the  fields,  he  draws 
Aflurances,  big  as  glofs'd  civil  laws. 
So  huge  that  men  (in  our  times  forwardnefs) 
Are  Fathers  of  the  Church  for  writing  lefs 
Thefe  he  writes  not;  nor  for  thefe  written  payes. 
Therefore  fpares  no  length  (as  in  thofe  firft  dayes 
When  Luther  was  profcft,  he  did  defire 
Short  Pater-nofters,  faying  as  a  Fryer. 
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So  Luther  thought  the  Pater-nofter  long,  105 

When  doom'd  to  fay  his  beads  and  Even-fong ; 
Bat  having  caft  his  cowl,  and  left  thofe  laws. 
Adds  to  Chrift's  prayer,  the  Power  and  Glory  claufe. 
The  lands  are  bought ;  but  where  are  to  be  found 
Thofe  ancient  woods,  that  ihaded  all  the  ground?    1 10 
We  fee  no  new-built  palaces  afpire. 
No  kitchens  emulate  the  veftal  fire. 
Where  are  thofe  troops  of  Poor,  that  throng'd  of  yore 
The  good  old  landlord's  hofpitable  door? 
Well,  I  could  wifh,  that  ftillin  lordly  domes  115 

Some  beafcs  were  kill'd,  though  not  whole  hecatombs; 

That  both  extremes  were  banilh'd  from  their  walls, 

Carthufian  falls,  and  fulfome  Bacchanals ; 

And  all  mankind  might  that  jufl:  Mean  obferve. 

In  which  none  e'er  could  furfeit,  none  could  ftarve. 

Thefe 

Each  day  his  Beads :  but  having  left  thofe  laws. 
Adds  to  Chrift's  prayer,  the  power  and  glory  claufe) 
But  when  he  fells  or  changes  land,  h'  impaires 
The  writings,  and  (unwatch'd)  leaves  out,/es  heire^. 
As  flily  as  any  Commentator  goes  by 
Hard  words,  or  fenfe;  or,  in  Divinity 
As  controverters  in  vouch'd  Texts,  leave  out 
Shrewd  words,  wliich  might  againft  them  clear  the  doubt. 
Where  are  thefe  fpread  woods  which  cloath'd  hereto- 
fore 
Thofe  bought  lands  ?  not  built,  nor  burnt  within  door. 
Where  the  old  landlords  troops  and  almes  ?  In  halls 
Carthuiian  Fafts,  and  fulfome  Bachanals 
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Thefe  as  good  works,  'tis  true,  we  all  allow. 
But  oh  !  thefe  works  are  not  in  fafhion  now : 
Like  rich  old  wardrobes,  things  extremely  rare. 
Extremely  fine,  but  what  no  man  v.ill  wear. 

Thus  much  I  've  faid,  I  truft,  without  offence;    125 
Let  no  Court  Sycophant  pervert  ray  feiife. 
Nor  fly  Informer  watch  thefe  words  to  draw 
Within  the  reach  of  Treafon,  or  the  Law. 


Equally  I  hate.     Means  bleft.     In  rich  men's  homes 
I  bid  kill  fome  beafts,  but  no  hecatombs ; 
None  ftarve,  none  furfeit  fo.     But  (oh)  we  allow 
>Good  works  as  good,  but  out  of  failiion  now. 
Like  old  rich  wardrobes.     But  my  words  none  draws 
'Within  the  vaft  reach  of  th'  huge  ftatutes  jawes. 


SATIRE 
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SATIRE      IV. 

WELL,  if  it  be  my  time  to  quit  the  ftage. 
Adieu  to  all  the  follies  of  the  age  ! 
I  die  in  charity  with  fool  and  knave. 
Secure  of  peace  at  leaft  beyond  the  grave. 
1  've  had  my  Purgatory  here  betimes,  ^ 

And  paid  for  all  my  fatlres,  all  my  rhymes. 
The  Poet's  hell,  its  tortures,  fiends,  and  flames. 
To  this  were  trifles,  toys,  and  empty  names; 

With  fooIilTi  pride  my  heart  was  never  fir'd. 
Nor  the  vain  itch  t'  admire,  or  be  admir'd ;  10 

1  hop'd  for  no  commifTion  from  his  Grace ; 
I  bought  no  benefice,  I  begg'd  no  place  : 
Had  no  new  verles,  nor  new  fuit  to  Ihov/ ; 
Yet  went  to  Court ! — the  Devil  would  have  it  fo. 

But,. 


SATIRE       IV. 

WE  L  L ;  I  may  now  receive,  and  die.     My  fm^ 
Indeed  is  great;  but  yet  I  have  been  in 
A  Purgatory,  fuch  as  fear'd  Hell  is 
A  recreation,,  and  fcant  map  of  this. 

My  mind,  neither  with  pride's  itch,  nor  hath  been 
Poyfon'd  with  love  to  fee  or  to  be  feen, 
I  had  no  fuit  there,  nor  new  fuit  to  fhow. 
Yet  went  to  Court;  but  as  Glare  which  did  go 
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But,  as  the  Fool  that  in  reforming  days 
Would  go  to  Mafs  in  jeft  (as  ftory  fays) 
Could  not  but  think,  to  pay  his  fine  was  odd, 
Since  'twas  no  form'd  defign  of  ferving  God ; 
So  was  I  punifh'd,  as  if  full  as  proud. 
As  prone  to  ill,  as  negligent  of  good. 
As  deep  in  debt,  without  a  thought  to  pay. 
As  vain,  as  idle,  and  as  falfe,  as  they 
Who  live  at  Court,  for  going  once  that  way ! 
Scarce  was  I  enter'd,  when,  behold !  there  came 
A  thing  which  Adam  had  been  pos'd  to  name ; 
Noah  had  refus'd  it  lodging  in  his  Ark, 
Where  all  the  Race  of  Reptiles  might  embark  i 
A  verier  monfter,  than  on  Afric's  fhore 
The  fun  e'er  got,  or  fliray  Nilus  bore. 


Or 


To  Mafs  in  jeft,  catch'd,  was  fain  to  difburfe 
Two  hundred  markes  which  is  the  Statutes  curfe, 
Before  he  fcap'd ;  fo  it  pleas'd  my  deftiny 
(Guilty  of  my  fm  of  going)  to  tliink  me 
As  prone  to  all  ill,  and  of  good  as  forget- 
ful, as  proud,  luftfuU,  and  as  much  in  debt. 
As  vain,  as  witlefs,  and  as  falfe,  as  they 
Which  dwell  in  Court,  for  once  going  that  way. 
Therefore  I  fufFer'd  this ;  towards  me  did  run 
A  thing  more  ftrange,  than  on  Nile's  flime  the  Sun 
E'er  bred,  or  all  which  into  Noah's  Ark  came : 
A  thing  which  would  have  pos'd  Adam  to  name : 
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Or  Sloane  or  Woodward's  wondrous  fhelves  contain. 

Nay,  all  that  lying  Travellers  can  feign. 

The  watch  would  hardly  let  him  pafs  at  noon. 

At  night  would  fwear  him  dropp'd  out  of  the  Moon. 

One,  whom  the  mob,  when  next  we  find  or  make 

A  popifh  plot,  fhall  for  a  Jefuit  take,  35 

And  the  wife  Juftice  ftarting  from  his  chair 

Cry,  By  your  Priefthood  tell  me  what  you  are  ? 

Such  was  the  wight:  Th'  apparel  on  his  back. 
Though  coarfe,  was  reverend,  and  though  bare,  was 

black: 
The  fuit,  if  by  the  fafiiion  one  might  guefs,  40 

Was  velvet  in  the  youth  of  good  Queen  Befs, 
But  mere  tuff-taffcty  what  now  remain'd; 
So  Time,  that  changes  all  things,  had  ordain'd ! 

Our 

Stranger  than  feven  Antiquaries  lludies. 
Than  Africk  Monfters,  Guianaes  rarities. 
Stranger  than  ftrangers :  one  who,  for  a  Dane, 
In  the  Danes  MafTacre  had  fure  been  flain. 
If  he  had  liv'd  then ;  and  without  help  dies. 
When  next  the  Prentices  'gainft  ftrangers  rife ; 
One,  whom  the  watch  at  noon  lets  fcarce  go  by; 
One,  to  whom  th'  examining  Juftice  fure  would  cry. 
Sir,  by  your  Priefthood,  tell  me  what  you  are  ? 
His  cloaths  were  ftrange,  though  coarfe,  and  black, 
though  bare, 
Sleevelefs  his  jerkin  was,  and  it  had  been 
Velvet,  but  'twas  now  (fo  much  ground  was  feen) 
Become  TufftafFaty ;  and  our  children  fhall 
See  it  plain  rafli  a  while,  then  nought  at  all. 
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Our  fons  fhall  fee  it  leifureJy  decay, 

Firft  turn  plain  ralh,  then  vanifh  quite  away.  4c 

This  thing  has  travell'd,  and  {peaks  language  too. 
And  knows  what  's  fit  for  every  Hate  to  do ; 
Of  whofe  beft  phrafe  and  courtly  accent  join'd. 
He  forms  one  tongue,  exotic  and  refin'd. 
Talkers  I  've  learn'd  to  bear;  Motteux  I  knew,        qo     ' 
Henley  himfelf  I  've  heard,  and  Budgel  too. 
The  Doftor's  wormwood  ftyle,  the  Hafh  of  tongues 
A  Pedant  makes,  the  ftorm  of  Gonfon's  lungs. 
The  whole  Artillery  of  the  terms  of  War, 
And  (all  thofe  Plagues  in  one)  the  bawling  Bar;       55 
Thefe  I  could  bear;  bat  not  a  rogue  fo  civil, 
Whofe  tongue  will  compliment  you  to  the  devil. 
A  tongue,  that  can  cheat  Widows,  cancel  fcores. 
Make  Scots  fpeak  treafon,  cozen  fubtleft  whores. 

With 


The  thing  hath  travail'd,  and  faith,  fpeaks  all  tongues. 
And  only  knoweth  what  to  all  States  belongs. 
Made  of  th'  accents,  and  beft  phrafe  of  all  thefe. 
He  fpeaks  one  language.     If  llrange  meats  difpleafe. 
Art  can  deceive,  or  hunger  force  my  taft; 
But  pedants  motly  tongue,  foldiers  bumbaft. 
Mountebanks  drug-tongue,  nor  the  terms  of  law. 
Are  ftrong  enough  preparatives  to  draw 
Me  to  hear  this;  yet  I  muft  be  content 
With  his  tongue,  in  his  tongue  call'd  Complement : 
In  which  he  can  win  widows,  and  pay  fcores. 
Make  men  fpeak  treafon,  couzen  fubtleft  whores. 
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With  royal  Favourites  in  flattery  vie,  -60 

And  Oldmixon  and  Burnet  both  outlie. 

He  fpies  me  out;  I  whifper,  Gracious  God! 
What  fin  of  mine  could  merit  fuch  a  rod  ? 
That  all  the  (hot  of  dulnefs  now  muft  be 
From  this  thy  blunderbufs  difcharg'd  on  me !  65 

Permit  (he  cries)  no  ftranger  to  your  fame 

To  crave  your  fentiment,  if 's  your  name. 

What  Speech  efteem  you  moft?  "  The  King's,"  faid  I. 
B'ut  the  beft  words  ? — "  O  Sir,  the  Didiionary." 
You  mifs  my  aim  !  I  mean  the  moft  acute  70 

And  perfeA  Speaker? — "  Onilo.v,  paft  difpute." 
But,  Sir,  of  writers  ?  "  Swift,  for  clofer  ftyle. 

But  Hoadly  for  a  period  of  a  mile." 
Why  yes,  'tis  granted,  thefe  indeed  may  pafs : 
Good  common  linguifts,  and  fo  Panurge  was;  75 

Nay 


Outflatter  favourites,  or  outlie  either 
Jovius,  or  Surius,  or  both  together. 

He  names  me,  and  comes  to  me;  I  whifper,  God, 
rlow  have  I  fmn'd,  that  thy  wrath's  furious  Rod, 
This  fellow,  chufeth  m.e !  He  faith.  Sir, 
[  love  your  Judgment,  whom  do  you  prefer 
For  the  baft  Linguift  ?  and  I  feelily 
laid  that  I  thought  Calepines  Dictionary. 
May,  but  of  men,  moft  fweet  Sir  ?  Beza  then. 
Some  Jefuits,  and  two  reverend  m.en 
Df  our  two  academies  I  nam'd.     Here 
rle  ftopt  me,  and  faid.  Nay  your  Apoftles  were 

Vol.  XL VI.  T 
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Nay  troth  th'  Apoftles  (though  perhaps  too  rough) 
Had  once  a  pretty  gifc  of  Tongues  enough : 
Yet  thefe  were  all  poor  Gentlemen !  I  dare 
Affirm,  'twas  Travel  made  them  what  they  were. 

Thus,  others  talents  haying  nicely  fliown. 
He  came  by  fure  tranlition  to  his  own : 
Till  I  cry'd  out.  You  prove  yourfelf  fo  able. 
Pity !  you  was  not  Druggerman  at  Babel;  I 

For  had  they  found  a  linguift  half  fo  good, ' 
I  make  no  queftion  but  the  Tower  had  flood.  8 

"  Obliging  Sir!  for  Courts  you  fure  were  made: 
"  Wiiy  then  for  ever  bury'd  in  the  fhade  ? 
"  Spirits  like  you,  Ihould  fee  and  fnould  be  fcen, 
"  The  King  would  fmile  on  you — at  leaft  the  Queen.' 
Ah,  gentle  Sir !  you  Courtiers  fo  cajole  us —  9 

But  Tully  has  it,  "  Nunquam  minus  folus:" 


Anc 


Good  pretty  Linguifts;  fo  Panurgus  was. 

Yet  a  poor  Gentleman;  all  thefe  may  pafs 

By  travail.     1  hen,  as  if  he  would  have  fold 

His  tongue,  he  prais'd  it,  and  fuch  wonders  told. 

That  I  was  fain  to  fay.  If  you  had  liv'd.  Sir, 

Time  enough  to  have  been  Interpreter 

To  Babel's  Bricklayers,  fure  the  Tower  had  flood. 

He  adds.  If  of  Court  life  you  knew  the  good. 
You  would  leave  lonelefs.     I  faid.  Not  alone 
My  lonenefs  is;  but  Spartanes  fafhion 
To  teach  by  painting  drunkards  doth  not  laft 
Now,  Aretine's  pi»ftures  have  made  few  chaftej 
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And  as  for  Courts,  forgive  me,  if  I  fay- 
No  leflbns  now  are  taught  the  Spartan  way : 
Though  in  his  pidures  Luft  be  full  dilplay'd. 
Pew  are  the  Converts  Aretine  has  made  ;  95 

And  though  the  Court  (how  Vice  exceeding  clear. 
None  fhould,  by  my  advice,  learn  Virtue  there. 
At  this  entranc'd,  he  lifts-  his  hands  and  eyes. 
Squeaks  like  a  high-ftretch'd  luteflring:,  and  replies; 
*'  Oh,  'tis  the  fweete/l  of  all  earthly  things  100 

■"  To  gaze  on  Princes,  and  to  talk  of  Kings !" 
Then,  happy  Man  who  Ihows  the  Tombs  i  faid  I, 
He  dwells  amidft  the  Fvoyal  Fair.ily ; 
He  every  day  from  King  to  King  can  vv'alk. 
Of  all  Harries,  all  our  Edwards  talk;  105 

And  get,  by  fpeaking  truth  of  monarchs  dead. 
What  few  can  of  the  living,  Eafe  and  Bread. 

"  Lord, 


No  more  can  Princes  Courts  (though  there  be  few 
Better  ,pitT:ures  of  vice)  teach  me  virtue. 

He  like  to  a  high-ftretcht  Lutefiring  fqueaks,  O  Sir, 
'Tis  fweet  to  talk  of  Kings.     At  Weftminller, 
Said  I,  the  man  that  keeps  the  Abbey-tombs, 
And  for  his  price,  doth  with  whoever  comes 
Of  all  our  Harrys  and  our  Edwards  talk. 
From  King  to  King,  and  all  their  kin  can  walk : 
rVour  ears  fhall  hear  nought  but  Kings;  your  eyes  meet 
Kings  only :  the  way  to  it  is  Kings-ftreet. 
He  fmack'd,  and  cry'd.  He  's  bafe,  mechanique,  coarfe. 
So  are  all  your  Englilhmen  in  their  difcourfe. 
T2 
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"  Lord,  Sir,  a  mere  Mechanic !  ftrangely  low, 

*'  And  coari'e  of  phrafe, — your  Englilh  all  are  fo. 

"  How  elegant  your  Frenchmen!"  Mine,  d'ye  mean? 

I  have  but  one ;  I  hope  the  fellow  's  clean. 

"  Oh!  Sir,  politely  fo!  nay,  let  me  die, 

*'  Your  only  wearing  is  your  Paduafoy." 

Not,  Sir,  my  only,  I  have  better  ftill. 

And  this  you  fee  is  but  my  diihabillc —  I15 

Wild  to  get  loofe,  lus  patience  I  provoke, 

Miftake,  confound,  objedt  at  all  he  fpoke. 

But  as  coarfe  iron,  fharpen'd,  mangles  more. 

And  itch  moft  hurts  when  anger'd  to  a  fore ; 

So  when  you  plague  a  fool,  'tis  ftill  the  curfe,  120 

You  only  make  the  matter  worfe  and  worfe. 

He  paft  it  o'er ;  afFefts  an  eafy  fmile 
At  all  my  peevifhnefs,  and  turns  his  ftyle. 
He  aflcs,  "  What  news?"  I  tell  him  of  new  Plays, 
New  Eunuchs,  Harlequins,  and  Operas.  125 

He 


Are  not  your  Frenchmen  neat  ?  Mine,  as  you  fee, 

I  have  but  one.  Sir,  look,  he  follows  me. 

Certes  they  are  neat'y  cloath'd.     I  of  this  mind  am. 

Your  only  wearing  is  your  Grogaram. 

Not  fo.  Sir,  I  have  more.     Under  this  pitch 

He  would  not  fly ;  I  chafF'd  him :  but  as  Itch 

Scratch'd  into  fmart,  and  as  blunt  Iron  ground 

Into  an  edge,  hurts  worfe :  So,  I  (fool)  found, 

Croffing  hurt  me.     To  fit  my  fullennefs. 

He  to  another  key  his  ftyle  doth  drefs ; 
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He  hears,  and  as  a  Still  with  fimples  in  it, 

Between  each  drop  it  gives,  flays  half  a  minute. 

Loth  to  inrich  me  with  too  quick  replies. 

By  little,  and  by  little,  drops  his  lies. 

Mere.houlhold  trafh  I  of  birthnlghts,  balls,  and  fhows. 

More  than  ten  Hollinlheds,  or  Halls,  or  Stows. 

When  the  Queen- frown'd,  or  fmil'd,  he  knows ;  and  what 

A  fubtle  Minifter  may  make  of  that : 

V.'ho  fms  with  whom  :  who  got  his  Penfion  rug. 

Or  quicken'd  a  Reverfion  by  a  drug:  135 

Whofe  place  is  quarter'd  out,  three  parts  in  four. 

And  whether  to  a'Bifliop,  or  a  Whore: 

Who,  having  loft  his  credit,  pawn'd  his  rent. 

Is  therefore  fit  to  have  a  Government : 

Who,  in  the  fecret,  deals  in  Stocks  fecure,  140 

And  cheats  th'  unknowing  Widow  and  the  Poor: 

Who 


And  afl;s  what  news ;  I  tell  him  of  new  playe?. 

He  takes  my  hand,  and  as  a  Still,  which  ftayes 

A  Sembrief  'twi.xt  each  drop,  he  niggardly. 

As  loth  10  enrich  me,  fo  tells  many  a  ly. 

More  than  ten  Hnllenfheds,  or  l-ialls,  or  Stows, 

Cf  trivial  houHiold  trafh:  He  knows,  he  knows 

When  the  Queen  frown'd  or  fmil'd;  and  he  knows  what 

A  fubtle  Statefman  may  gather  of  that: 

He  knows  who  loves  whom ;  and  who  by  pclibn 

Hafts  to  an  officer's  reverfion ; 

Who  waftes  in  meat,  in  clothc-S  i'l  ho:-:*'.  ^  ■  no"":; 

Who  loveth  whores     ...     .     .     .     . 

T3 
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Who  makes  a  Truft  of  Charity  a  Job, 

And  gets  an  Adl  of  Parliament  to  rob  : 

Why  Turnpikes  rife,  and  now  no  Cit  nor  Clown 

Ccan  gratis  fee  the  country,  or  the  town :  1 45 

Shortly  no  lad  Ihall  chuck,  or  lady  vole. 

But  fome  excifing  Courtier  will  have  toll. 

He  tells  what  Strumpet  places  fells  for  life. 

What  'Squire  his  lands,  what  Citizen  his  wife  : 

At  lail  (which  proves  him  wifer  ftill  than  all)  150 

What  Lady's  face  is  not  a  whited  wall. 

As  one  of  Woodward's  patients,  fick,  and  fore, 
I  puke,  I  naufeate, — yet  he  thrufts  in  more : 
Trims  Europe's  balance,  tops  the  ftatefman's  part. 
And  talks  Gazettes  and  Poftboys  o'er  by  heart.      155 

Like 


He  knows  who  hath  fold  his  land,  and  now  doth  beg 
A  licence,  old  iron,  boots,  ftioes,  and  egge- 
Shells  to  tranfport ; 

fhortly  boys  fhall  not  play 
At  fpan-counter,  or  blow-point,  but  fnall  pay 
Toll  to  fome  Courtier;  and  wifer  than  all  us. 
He  knows  what  Lady  is  not  painted.     Thus 
He  with  home  rneats  cloys  me.     I  belch,  fpue,  fpit. 
Look  pale  and  fickly,  like  a  Patient,  yet 
He  thrufts  on  more,  and  as  he  had  undertook. 
To  fay  Gallo  Belgicus  without  book. 
Speaks  of  ail  States  and  deeds  that  have  been  fmce 
The  Spaniards  came  to  th'  lofs  of  Amyens. 
3 
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Like  a  big  wife  at  fight  of  loathfome  meat 

Ready  to  caft,  I  yaVvn,  I  figh,  and  fvveat. 

Thea  as  a  licehs'd  fpy,  vvhom  nothing  can 

Silence  or  hurt,  he  libels  every  Man; 

Swears  every  place  entail'd  for  years  to  come,  1 60 

In  fure  fucceffion  to  the  day  of  doom : 

He  names  the  price  for  every  cSce  paid. 

And  fays  our  wars  thrive  ill,  becaufe  delay'd; 

Nay  hints,  'tis  by  connivance  of  the  Court, 

That  Spain  robs  on,  and  Dunkirk  's  ftill  a  Port.      165 

Not  more  amazement  feiz'd  on  Circe's  guells. 

To  fee  themfelves  fall  headlong  into  beaihs. 

Than  mine  to  find  a  fubjeft  ftay'd  and  wife 

Already  half  turn'd  traitor  by  furprife. 

I  felt 


Like  a  big  wife,  at  fight  of  loathed  meat. 
Ready  to  travail :  fo  1  figh,  and  fweat 
To  hear  this  Makaron  talk :  in  vain,  for  yet, 
Either  my  humour,  or  his  own  to  fit. 
He  like  a  priviledg'd  fpie,  whom  nothing  can 
Difcredit,  libels  now  'gainil  each'  great  man. 
He  names  the  price  of  every  office  paid  ; 
He  faith  our  wars  thrive  ill,  becaufe  delaid; 
That  Offices  are  intail'd,  and  that  there  are 
Perpetuities  of  them,  lafting  as  far 
As  the  laft  day  ;  and  that  great  officers 
Do  with  the  Spaniards  fhare,  and  Dunkirkers. 
I  more  amaz'd  than  Circe's  prifoners,  when 
They  felt  themfelves  turn  beaib,  felt  m.yfelf  then 
T4 
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I  felt  th'  infe£tion  Aide  from  him  to  me ; 
As  in  the  pox,  fome  give  it  to  get  free; 
And  quick  to  Avallow  me,  methought  I  faw 
One  of  our  Giant  Statues  ope  its  jaw. 

In  that  nice  Moment,  as  another  Lye 
Stood  jufl  a-tilt,  the  Minifler  came  by. 
To  him  he  flies,  and  bows,  and  bows  again. 
Then,  clofe  as  Umbra,  joins  the  dirty  train. 
Not  Fannius'  felf  more  impudently  near. 
When  half  his  nofe  is  in  his  Prince's  ear. 


I  quak'd 


Becoming  Tray  tor,  and  methought  I  faw 

One  of  our  Giant  Statues  ope  its  jaw 

To  fack  me  in  for  hearing  him :  I  found 

That  as  burnt  venemous  Leachers  do  grow  found 

By  giving  otlisrs  their  fores,  I  might  grow 

Guiky,  and  he  free:  Therefore  I  did  Ihow- 

AH  figns  of  loathing;  but  fmce  I  am  in, 

I  muft  pay  mine,  and  my  forefathers  fm 

To  the  lafr  farthing.     Therefore  to  my  power- 

Toughly  aud  ftubbornly  I  bear ;  but  th'  hower 

Of  mercy  was  now  come  :  he  tries  to  bring 

Tvle  to  pay  a  fine  to  'kape  a  torturing. 

And  fays.  Sir,  can  you  fpare  me — ?  I  faid.  Willingly 

Nay,  Sir,  can  you  fpare  me  a  crown?  Thankfully  1 

Gave  it,  as  ranfom ;  but  as  fidlers,  llill. 

Though  they  be  paid  to  be  gone,,  yet  needs  will' 

Thruft'one  more  jigg  upon  you:  fo  did  he 
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Iquak'd  at  heart;  and,  ilill  afraid  to  fee  i8o 

All  the  Court  iill'd  with  ftranger  things  than  he. 
Ran  out  as  fall  as  one  that  pays  his  bail. 
And  dreads  more  adions,  hurries  from  a  jail. 

Bear  mcy  fome  God!  oh  quickly  bear  me  hence 
To  wholefome  Solitude,  the  nurfe  of  Senfe ;  1 85 

Where  Contemplation  prunes  her  ruffled  wings. 
And  the  free  foul  looks  down  to  pity  Kings ! 
There  fober  thought  purfued  th'  amufmg  theme. 
Till  Fancy  colour'd  it,  and  form'd  a  Dream. 
A  Vifion  hermits  can  to  Hell  tranfport,  i  go 

And  forc'd  ev'n  me  to  fee  the  damn'd  at  Court. 
Not  Dante,  dreaming  all  th'  infernal  ftate. 
Beheld  fuch  fcenes  of  envy,  iin,  and  hate. 
Bafe  Fear  becomes  the  guilty,  not  the  free ; 
Suits  Tyrants,  Plunderers,  but  fuits  not  me:  ic)^ 

Shall 


But  he  is  gone,  thanks  to  his  needy  want^ 

And  the  Prerogative  of  my  Crown ;   fcant 

His  thanks  were  ended,  when  I  (which  did  fee 

All  the  Court  fiU'd  with  more  ftrange  things  than  he) 

Ran  from  thence  with  fuch,  or  more  hade  than  one 

Who  fears  more  aflions,  doth  haft  from  prifon. 

At  home  in  wholefome  folitarinef:; 
My  piteous  foul  began  tlie  wretchcdnefs 
Of  fuitors  at  court  to  mourn,  and  a  trance 
Like  his,  who  dreamt  he  faw  hell,  did  advance 
Itfelf  o'er  me ;  fuch  men  as  he  faw  there 
1  faw  at  court,  and  worfe  and  more.    Low  fear 
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Shall  I,  the  Terror  of  this  finful  town. 
Care,  if  a  livery'd  Lord  or  fmile  or  frown  ? 
Who  cannot  flatter,  and  deteft  who  can. 
Tremble  before  a  noble  Serving-man  ? 
O  my  fair  miftrefs.  Truth !  ftiall  I  quit  thee 
Foir  huffing,  braggart,  puft  Nobility  ? 
Thou,  who  fmce  yeilerday  haft  roll'd  o'er  all 
The  bufy,  idle  blockheads  of  the  ball, 
Haft  thou,  oh  Sun!  beheld  an  emptier  fort. 
Than  fuch  as  fwell  this  bladder  of  a  court  ? 
Now  pox  on  thofe  who  ftiow  a  Court  in  wax  1 
It  ought  to  bring  all  Courtiers  on  their  backs : 
Such  painted  puppets !  fuch  a  varnilh'd  race 
Of  hollow  gewgaws,  only  drefs  and  face ! 


Such 


Becomes  the  guilty,  not  the  accufer :  Then, 
Shall  I,  none's  flave,  of  highborn  or  rais'd  men 
Fear  frowns :  and  my  miftrefs  Truth,  betray  thee 
For  th'  huffing,  bragart,  puft  nobility  ? 
No,  no,  thou  which  lince  yefterday  haft  been 
Almoft  about  the  whole  world,  haft  thou  feen, 
O  fun,  in  all  thy  journey,  vanity. 
Such  as  fwells  tiie  bkdder  of  our  court?  I 
Think  he  which  made  your  Waxen  garden,  and 
Tranfported  it  from  Italy,  to  ftand 
With  us,  at  London,  flouts  our  Courtiers ;  for 
Juft  fuch  gay  painted  things,  which  no  fap,  nor 
Tafte  have  in  them,  ours  are ;  and  natural 
Some  of  tlie  Hocks  are;  their  fruits  baftard  all. 
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Such  waxen  nofes,  ftately  flaring  things — 
No  wonder  fqine  folks  bow,  and  think  them  Kings. 
See !  where  the  Britiih  youth,  engag'd  no  more. 
At  Fig's,  at  ¥/hite's,  with  felons,  or  a  whore. 
Pay  their  laft  duty  to  the  Court,  and  come 
All  frelh  and  fragrant,  to  the  drawing-room;  215 

In  hues  as  gay,  and  odours  as  divine. 
As  the  fair  fields  they  fold  to  look  fo  fine. 
"  That  's  velvet  for  a  King !"  the  flatterer  fwears  ; 
'Tis  true,  for  ten  days  hence  'twill  be  King  Lear's. 
Our  Court  may  juftly  to  our  ftage  give  rules,  220 

That  helps  it  both  to  fool's-coats  and  to  fools. 
And  why  npt  players  ftrut  in  courtiers  clothes  ? 
For  thefe  are  aftors  too,  as  well  as.  thofe : 
"V^ants  reach  all  ftates  :  they  beg  but  better  dreft. 
And  all  is  fplendid  poverty  at  beft.  225 

Pamted 


'Tis  ten  a  Clock  and  paft ;  all  whom  the  mues, 
Baloun,  or  tennis,  diet,  or  the  ftews 
Had  ail  the  morning  held,  now  the  fecond 
Time  made  ready,  that  day,  in  Hocks  are  found 
In  the  Prefence,  and  1  (God  pardon  me) 
As  frelh  and  fweet  their  Apparels  be,  as  be 
Their  fields  they  fold  to  buy  them.     For  a  king 
Thofe  hofe  are,  cry  the  flatterers :  and  bring 
Them  next  week  to  the  theatre  to  fell. 
Wants  reach  all  ftates :  me  feems  they  do  as  v/ell 
At  ftage,  as  courts :  all  are  players.     Whoe'er  looks 
(For  themfelves  dare  not  go)  o'er  Cheapfide  books. 
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Painted  for  fight,  and  eflenc'd  for  the  fmell. 
Like  frigates  fraught  with  fpice  and  cochinell. 
Sail  in  the  Ladies :  how  each  pirate  eyes 
So  weak  a  vefFel,  and  fo  rich  a  prize ! 
Top-gallant  he,  and  ihe  in  all  her  trim,  230 

He  boarding  her,  fhe  ftriking  fail  to  him : 
"  Dear  Countefs !  you  have  charms  all  hearts  to  hit  !'* 
And  "  Sweet- Sir  Fopling!  you  have  fo  much  wit  I" 
Such  wits  and  beauties  are  not  prais'd  for  nought. 
For  both  the  beauty  and  the  wit  are  bought.  235 

'Twould  burft  even  Heraclltus  with  the  fpleen. 
To  fee  thofe  anticks,  Fopling  and  Courtin : 
The  Prefence  feems,  with  things  fo  richly  odd. 
The  mofque  of  Mahound,  or  feme  queer  Pa-god. 
See  them  furvey  their  limbs  by  Durer's  rules,  240 

Of  all  beau-kind  the  bed  proportioa'd  fools ! 

Adjufi: 


Shall  find  their  wardrobes  inventory.     Now 
The  Ladies  come.     As  pirates  (which  do  know 
That  there  came  weak  (hips  fraught  with  Cutchanel) 
The  men  board  them  :  and  praife  (as  they  think)  well. 
Their  beauties;  they  the  mens  wits;  both  are  bought. 
Why  goodvvdts  ne'er  wear  fcarlet  gowns,  I  thought 
This  caufe,  Thefe  men,  mens  wits  for  fpeeches  buy. 
And  women  buy  all  red  which  fcarlets  dye. 
He  call'd  her  beauty  lime-twigs,  her  hair  net : 
She  fears  her  drugs  ill  lay'd,  her  hair  loofe  fet. 
Wouldn't  HeracUtns  laugh  to  fee  Macrine 
From  hat  to  Oioe,  himfelf  at  door  refine. 
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Adjuft  their  cloaths,  and  to  confeflion  draw 
Thofe  venial  fins,  an  atom,  or  a  llraw: 
But  oh !  what  terrors  mufl  diftract  the  foul 
Convicted  of  that  mortal  crime,  a  hole  j  245 

Or  fhould  one  pound  of  powder  lefs  befpread 
Thofe  monkey-tails  that  wag  behind  their  head ! 
Thus  finifli'd,  and  corredied  to  a  hair. 
They  march,  to  prate  their  hour  before  the  Fair. 
So  firft  to  preach  a  white-glov'd  Chaplain  goes,      250 
With  band  of  Lily,  and  wiih  cheek  of  Rofe, 
.  Sweeter  than  Sharon,  in  immac'late  trim, 
Neatnefs  itfelf  impertinent  in  him. 

Let 


As  if  the  Prefence  were  a  Mofque ;  and  lift 
His  ikirts  and  hofe,  and  call  his  clothes  to  Ihrift, 
Making  them  confefs  not  only  mortal 
Great  ftains  and  holes  in  them,  but  venial 
Feathers  and  duft,  wherewith  they  fornicate  : 
And  then  by  Durer's  rules  furvey  the  ftate 
Of  his  each  limb,  and  with  firings  the  odds  tries 
Of  his  neck  to  his  leg,  and  wafte  to  thighs. 
So  in  immaculate  clothes,  and  Symmetry 
Perfeft  as  Circles,  with  fuch  nicety 
As  a  young  Preacher  at  his  firft  time  goes 
To  preach,  he  enters,  and  a  lady  which  owes 
Him  not  fo  much  as  good-will,  he  arrelis. 
And  unto  her  protefts,  protefts,  protefts. 
So  much  as  at  Rome  would  ferve  to  have  thrown 
Ten  Cardinals  into  the  Inquifitionj 
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Let  but  the  Ladies  fmile',  arid  they  are  bkfl': 
Prodigious!  how  tHe  things  protell,  protefl!  acf. 

Peace,  fools,  or  Gonfon  will  for  Papifls  feize  you. 
If  once  he  catch  you  at  your  Jefu!  Jefu! 

Nature  made  every  Fop  to  plague  hi^  brother, 
Juft  as  oireBeanty  mortifies  another. 
But  here 's  the  Captain  that  will  plague  them  both,  256 
Whofe'  air  cries  Arm  !  whofe  very  look 's  an  oath : 
The  Captain  's  honeil:.  Sirs,  and  that's  enough. 
Though  his  foul  's  bullet,  and  his  body  buff. 
He  fpits  fore-right;  his  haughty  cheil  before. 
Like  battering  rams,  beats  op'eh  every  door  :  265' 

And  with  a  face  as  red,  and  as  awry. 
As  Herod's  hangdogs  in  old  Tapeftry, 
Scarecrow  to  boys,  the  breeding  woman's  curfe. 
Has  yet  a  ftrange  ambition  to  look  worfe : 

Confouildis- 


And  whifpers  by  Jefu  fo  oft,  that  a 

Purfuevant  would  have  ravifh'd  him  away 

For  faying  our  Lady's  Pfalter.     But  'tis  fit 

That  they  each  other  plague,  they  merit  it: 

But  here  comes  Glorious  that  will  plague  'em  both, 

Who  in  the  other  extreme  only  doth 

Call  a  rough  carelefnefs  good  fafhion : 

Whofe  cloak  his  fpurs  tear,  or  whom  he  fpits  on. 

He  cares  not,  he.     His  ill  words  do  no  harm 

To  him;  he  rufhes  in,  as  if  Arm,  arm. 

He  meant  to  cry ;  and  though  his  face  be  as  ill ' 

As  theirs  which  in  old  hangings  whip  ChriH,  ftill 
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Confounds  the  civil,  keeps  the  rnde  in  awe,  270 

Jells  like  a  iiccns'd  fool,  commands  like  law. 

Frighted,  I  quit  the  room,  but  leave  it  fo 
As  men  from  Jails  to  execution  go; 
For  hung  with  deadly  fms  I  fee  the  wall, 
And  lin'd  with  Giants  deadlier  tlian  them  all:  275 

Each  Man  an  .Afkapart,  of  flrength  to  tofs 
For  quoits,  both  Temple-bar  and  Charing-crofs. 
Scar'd  at  the  grizly  forms,  I  fvveat,  I  fly. 
And  Piiake  all  o'er,  like  a  difcover'd  fpy. 

Courts  are  too  much  for  wits  fo  weak  as  mine :    280 
Charge  them  with  Heaven's  Artillery,  bold  Divine ! 
From  fuch  alone  the  Great  rebukes  endure, 
Whofe  Satire  's  facred,  and  whofe  rage  fecure : 

'Tis 


He  ftrives  to  look  worfe ;  he  keeps  all  in  awe ; 
J  efts  like  a  licens'd  fool,  commands  like  law. 

Tir'd,  now,  I  leave  this  place,  and  but  pleas'd  fo 
As  men  from  gaols  to  execution  go. 
Go,  through  the  great  chamber  (why  is  it  hung. 
With  thefe  feven  deadly  fms?)  being  among 
Thofe  Afkaparts,  men  big  enough  to  throw 
Charing-crofs,  for  a  bar,  men  that  do  know 
No  token  of  worth,  but  Queens  man,  and  fine 
Living ;  barrels  of  beef,  fiaggons  of  wine. 
I  Ihook  like  a  fpied  Spie — Preachers  which  are 
Seas  of  Wit  and  Arts,  you  can,  then  dare. 
Drown  the  fms  of  this  place,  but  as  for  me 
Whicli  am  but  a  fcant  brook,  enough  Ihall  be 
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'Tis  mine  to  wafli  a  few  light  ftains;  but  theirs 
To  dehige  fin,  and  drown  a  Court  in  tears.  285 

Howe'er,  what  's  now  Apocrypha,  my  Wit, 
In  time  to  come,  may  pafs  for  Holy  Writ. 

To  wafii  the  ftains  away :  Although  I  yet 
(With  Maccabees  modefty)  the  known  m.erit 
Of  my  work  lefTen,  yet  fom.e  wife  men  fhall, 
I  hope,  eileem  my  Writs  Canonical. 
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EPILOGUE 

TO      THE 

SATIRE     S. 

IN      TWO      DIALOGUES. 

Written  in  MDCCXXXViii. 

DIALOGUE      I. 
Fr.  "^"y  OT  twice  a  twelvemonth  you  appear  in  Print, 
X  X   And  when  it  comes,  the  Court  fee  nothing  in't. 
You  grow  correft,  that  once  with  Rapture  writ. 
And  are,  befides.  too  moral  for  a  Wit, 
Decay  of  Parts,  alas !  we  all  muft  fed—  5 

Why  now,  this  moment,  don't  I  fee  you  fteal  ? 
'Tis  all  from  Horace ;  Horace  long  before  ye 
Said,  "  Tories  call'd  him  Whig,  and  Whigs  a  Tory;'* 

Variations. 
After  ver.  2,  m  the  MS- 

You  don't,  I  hope,  pretend  to  quit  the  trade, 
Becaufe  you  think  your  reputation  made  : 
Like  good  Sir  Paul,  of  whom  fo  much  was  fjid. 
That  when  his  name  was  up,  he  lay  a-bed. 
Come,  come,  refrcrti  us  with  a  livelier  long. 
Or,  like  Sir  Paul,  you  'U  lie  a-bea  too  long, 

P.  Sir,  what  1  write,  fliould  be  corre<SIy  writ. 

F.  Correal!  'tis  what  no  genius  can  admit. 
■Befides,  you  grow  too  moral  tor  a  Wit. 

•.01..  XLVl.  U  Aixi 
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And  taught  his  Romans,  in  much  better  metre, 
"  To  laugh  at  Fools  who  put  their  truft  in  Peter."    ic 

But  Horace,  Sir,  was  delicate,  was  nice ; 
Bubo  obferves,  he  lalh'd  no  fort  of  Vice: 
Horace  would  fay.  Sir  Billy  ferv'd  the  Crown, 
Blunt  could  do  Eufinefs,  Higgins  knew  the  Town; 
In  Sappho  touch  the  Failings  of  the  Sex,  .15 

In  reverend  Bilhops  note  fome  fmall  Negledls, 
And  own  the  Spaniard  did  a  waggifh  thing. 
Who  cfopt  our  Ears,  and  fent  them  to  the  King. 
His  fly,  polite,  infmuating  ftyle 
Could  pleafe  at  Court,  and  make  Augustus  fmilcr 
An  artful  Manager,  that  crept  between 
His  FrierKi  and  Shame,  and  was  a  kind  of  Screen. 
Bat  'faith  your  very  Friends  will  foon  be  fore ; 
Patriots  thsre  are,  who  wilh  you  'd  jeft  no  more — 
And  where  's  the  Glory?  'twill  be  only  thought        z\ 
The  Great  man  never  ofter'd  you  a  gi  oat. 
:Go  fee  Sir  Robert  — 

P.  See  Sir  Robert  ! — hum — 
A^nd  never  laugh — for  all  ray  life  to  come? 
•Seen  him  I  have,  but  in  his  happier  hour 
Of  Social  Pleafure,  ill-exchang'd  for  Power;  30 

.Seen  him,  uncumber'd  with  a  Venal  tribe, 
Smile  without  Art,  and  win  without  a  Bribe. 
Would  he  oblige  me  1  let  me  only  find. 
He  does  not  think  me  what  he  thinks  mankind. 
Come,  come,  at  all  I  laugh  he  laughs,  no  doubt ;      35 
The  only  difference  is,  I  dare  laugh  out. 

F.  Why 
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F,  Why  yes:  with  Scripture  ftill  you  may  be  free ; 
A  Horfe-laugh,  if  you  pleafe,  at  Honelty; 
A  Joke  on  Jekyll>  or  feme  odd  Old  Whig, 
Who  never  chang'd  his  Principle,  or  Wig ;  4^? 

A  Patriot  is  a  Fool  in  every  age. 
Whom  all.Lord  Chamberlains  illow  the  Stage  : 
Thefe  nothing  hurts;  they  keep  their  Faftiiia  fiill, 
A'^d  wear  their  ftrange  old  Virtue,  as  they  will. 

If  any  afk  you,  "  Who  's  the  Man,  fo  near  4 J 

""'His  Prince,  that  writes  in  Verfe,  and  has  his  ear?" 
Why  anfwer  Lyttelton;  and  I  '11  engage 
The  worthy  Youth  lliall  ne'er  be  in  a  rage : 
l]ut  were  his  Verfes  vile,  his  Whifper  bafg. 
You  'd  quickly  find  him  in  Lord  Fanny's  cafe.         50 
Sejanus,  Wolfey,  hurt  not  honeft  FtiitjRT, 
Uut  well  may  put  fome  Statefmen  in  a  fury. 

Laugh  then  at  any,  but  at  Fools  or  F'oes ; 
Thefe  you  but  anger,  and  you  mend  not  thofe. 
Laugh  at  your  Friends,  and,  if  your  Friends  are  fore,  55 
So  much  the  better,  you  may  laugh  the  more. 
To  Vice  and  Folly  to  confine  the  jeft, 
•Sets  half  the  world,  God  knows,  againfl:  the  reli; 
Did  not  the  Sneer  of  more  impartial  men 
At  Senfe  and  Virtue  balance  all  again.  6© 

Judicious  Wits  fpread  wide  the  Ridicule, 
And  charitably  comfort  Knave  and  Fool. 

P.  Dear  Sir,  forgive  the  Prejudice  of  Youth: 
Adieu  DilHnftion,  Satire,  Warmth,  and  Truth! 
Come,  harmlefs  Charafters  that  no  one  hit;  65 

•Come,  Henley's  Oratory,  Ofborn's  Wki 

U  2  The 
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The  honey  dropping  from  Favonio's  tongue. 

The  Flowers  of  Bubo,  and  the  Flow  of  Young ! 

The  gracious  Dew  of  Pulpit  'Eloquence, 

And  all  the  well-whipp'd  Cream  of  Courtly  Senfe,    js 

That  firft  was  H — vy's,  F — 's  next,  and  then. 

The  S— te's,  and  thenH — vy's  once  agen. 

O  come,  that  eafy  Ciceronian  ftyic, 

So  Latin,  yet  fo  Englifn  all  the  while, 

As,  though  the  Pride  of  Middletor.  and  Bland,  75 

AH  Boys  may  read,  and  Girls  may  underiland  ! 

Then  might  I  fmg.  without  the  leaft  offence. 

And  all  I  fung  fheuld  be  the  Nation's  Ser.fe; 

Or  teach  the  Melancholy  Mufe  to  mourn, 

l^ang  t'iTe  fad  Vcrfe  on  Caroi^ina's  Urn,  80 

And  hail  her  paPiage  to  the  Realms  of  Reft, 

All  parts  perform'd,  and  all  her  Children  bkfl! 

bo — Satire  is  no  more — I  feel  it  ^ie — 

No  Gazetteer  more  innocent  than  I — 

And  let,  a  God's  name,  every  Fool  and  Knave  85 

Be  grac'd  through  hfe,  and  fiattcr'din  his  Grave. 

F.   Why  fo  ?  if  Satire  knows  its  Time  and  Place, 
YoM  ilUl  may  lalh  the  greateft — in  Difgrace  ; 
For  Merit  will  by  turns  forfake  them  all ; 
Would  yon  know  when?  exaftly  when  they  fail. 
But  let  all  Satire  in  all  Changes  fpare 

Immortal  S — k,  and  grave  De re. 

Silent  and  foft,  as  Saints  remov'd  to  Heaven, 

All  Ties  diffolv'd,  and  every  Sin  forgiven, 

Tliefe  may  fome  gentle  miniftevial  Wing  gr 

deceive,  and  place  for  ever  near  a  Kin^ ! 

There, 
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There,  vvhrre  no  PaiFion,  Pride,  or  Shame  trraifport, 
LuU'd  with  the  Iweet  Nepenthe  of  a  Court; 
There^  where  no  Father's,  Brother's,  Friend's  difgrace 
Once  break  their  reft,  or  ftir  them  f  rn'ra  their  Place : 
But  paft  the  Senfe  of  human  Miferies, 
All  tears  are  wip'd  for  ever  from  all  eyes ; 
No  cheek  is  known  to  blufh,  no  heart  to  throb. 
Save  when  they  lofe  a  Queftion,  or  a  Job. 

P.  Good  Heaven  forbid,  that  I  {hould  blaft  their  glory, 
V/ho  know  how  like  Whig  Minifters  to  Tory, 
And  when  three  Sovereigns  dy'd,  could  fcarce  be  vext, 
Confidering  what  a  gracious  Prince  was  next. 
Have  I,  in  filent  wonder,  feen  fuch  things 
As  Pride  in  Slaves,  and  Avarice  in  Kings;  lia 

And  at  a  Peer,  or  Peerefs,  fliall  I  fret. 
Who  ftarves  a  Sifter,  or  forfvvears  a  Debt  ? 
Virtue,  I  grant  you,  is  an  empty  boaft ; 
But  fliall  the  dignity  of  Vice  be  loft? 
Yc  Gods!  fliall  Gibber's  Son,  without  rebuke,        115 
Swear  like  a  Lord,  or  Rich  outwhore  a  Duke  ? 
A  Favourite's  Porter  with  his  Mafter  vie. 
Be  brib'd  as  often,  and  as  often  lie  ? 
Shall  V/ard  draw  Contradls  vviih  a  Statefman's  Sail  ? 
Or  Japhct  pocket,  like  his  Grace,  a  Will  ?  1 20 

Is  it  for  Bond,  or  Peter,  (paltry  things) 
To  pay  their  Debts,  or  keep  their  Faith,  like  Kings  ? 

Variation. 
Ver.  112,  in  fome  editions : 
Who  ftarves  a  Mother— 

U3  If 
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If  Blcunt  difpatch'd  himfelf,  he  play'd  the  man  j 

And  fo  mayft  thou,  illufliious  Paff2ran! 

But  fhal!  a  Printer,  weary  of  his  life,  i--; 

Learn,  from  their  Books,  to  hang  himfelf  and  Wife  ? 

This,  this,  my  friend,  I  cannot,  muft  not  bear ; 

Vice  thus  abus'd,  demands  a  Nation's  care : 

This  calls  the  Church  to  deprecate  our  Sin, 

And  hurls  the  Thunder  of  the  Laws  on  Gin.  i-c 

Let  modeft  Fofter,  if  he  will,  excelL 
Ten  Metropolitans  in  preaching  well ; 
A  fimple  Quaker,  or  a  Quaker's  Wife, 
Outdo  Landaffe  in  Doftrine,:— yea  in  Life  : 
Let  humble  Allen,  with  an  aukward  Shame,  135 

Do  good  by  jftealth,  and  blufh  to  £nd  it  Fame; 
Virtue  may  choofe  the  high  or  low  Degree, 
'Tis  juft  alike  to  Virtue,  and  to  me; 
Dwell  in  a  Monk,  or  light  upon  a  King, 
She  's  iiill  the  fame  belov'd,  contented  thing.  iac 

Vice  is  undone,  if  llie  forgets  her  Birth, 
A^nd  fioops  from  Angels  to  the  dregs  of  Earth: 
But  'tis  the  Fall  degrades  her  to  a  Whore ; 
Let  Greatnefs  own  her,  and  ihe  's  mean  no  more, 
Kjt  Birth,  her  Beauty,.  Crowds  and  Courts  confefs, 
Chafle  Matrons  praife  her,  and  grave  Bifhops  blefs;. 
In  golden  Chains  the  willing  World  ftie  draws. 
And  hers  the  Gofpel  is,  and  hers  the  Laws ; 
Mounts  the  Tribunal,  lifts  her  fcarlet  head, . 
And  fees  pale  Virtue  carted  in  her  ftead.  150 

Lo !  at  the  wheels  of  her  triumphal  Car, 
Old  England's  Genius,  rough  v/ith  many  a  Scar, 

Drae?'d 
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Dragg'd  in  the  duR !  his  arms  hang  idly  round. 

His  Flag  inverted  trails  along  the  ground ! 

Our  Youth,  all  livery'd  o'er  v/ith  foreign  Gold,       155 

Before  her  dance:  behind  her,  crawl  the  Old! 

See  thronging  Millions  to  the  Pagod  run, 

And  ofFjr  Country,  Parent,  Wife,  or  Son  ! 

Hear  her  bia^k  Trumpet  through  the  land  proclaim. 

That  Not  to  be  corrupted  is  the  shame.  163 

In  Soldier,  Churchman,  Patriot,  Man  in  Power, 

'Tis  Avarice  all.  Ambition  is  no  more  ? 

See,  all  our  Nobles  begging  to  be  Slaves ! 

See,  all  our  Fools  afpiring  to  be  Kn.tves ! 

The  Wit  of  Cheats,  the  Courage  of  a  Whore,         165 

Are  what  ten  thoufand  envy  and  adore : 

All,  all  look  up,  with  reverential  Awe, 

At  crimes  that  'fcape,  or  triumph  o'er  the  Law: 

\VhiIe  Truth,  Worth,  Wil'dom,  daily  they  decry — 

"  Nothing  is  facred  now  but  YiUainy."  I~© 

Yet  may  tliis  Verfe  (if  fuck  a  Verfe  remain). 
Show  there,  was  one  who  held  it  in  difdain. 
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Written  in   MDCCxxxVlli, 

DIALOGUE        IL 

f  R.^^TpIS  ail  a  Libel—Paxtcn  (Sir)  will  fay. 

JL     P  .  Not  yet,  my  Friejid  1  to-morrow  'faith 
it  may; 
And  fo?  that  very  caufe  I  print  to-day. 
Hew  fhould  L  frel:  to  mangle  every  line. 
In  reverence  to  the  Sins  of  Thirty-nine  !  5 

^'ice  with  fuch  Giant-ftrides  comes  on  amain. 
Invention  ftrives  to  be  before  in  vain ; 
Feign  what  I  will,  and  paint  it  e'er  fo  ftrong. 
Some  rifmg  Genius  fins  up  to  my  Song. 

F.  Yet  none  but  you  by  name  the  guilty  lafin;      10 
Even  Guthry  faves  half  Newgate  by  a  Da{h. 
Spare  then  the  Perfon,  and.  expofe  tlie  Vice. 

P.  How,  Sir!  not  damn  the  Sharper,  but  the  Dicer 
Come  on  then.  Satire!  general,,  unconfin'd. 
Spread  thy  broad  wing,  and  fouce  on  all  the  kind.     1  5 
Ye  Statefmen,  Priefts,  of  one  Religion  all! 
Ye  Tradefmen,  vile,  in  Army,  Court,  or  Hall! 
Ye  reverend  Atheifls.    F.  Scandal  1  name  them.  Who  ? 

P.  Why  that 's  the  thing  you  bid  me  not  to  do. 

Who 
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Who  ftarv'd  a  Sifter,  who  forefwore  a  Debt,  20 

I  never  nam'd ;  the  Town  's  enquiring  yet. 
The  poifoning  Dame —  F.  You  mean —  P.  1  doa't.— 
F.  You  do. 

P.  See,  now  I  keep  the  Secret,  and  not  you  ! 
The  bribing  Statefman — F.  Hold,  too  high  you  go. 

P.  The  brib'd  Eleftor— F.  There  you  ilocp  too  low. 

P.  I  fain  would  pleafe  you,  if  I  knew  with  what; 
Tell  me,  which  Knave  is  lawful  Game,  which  not  ?. 
Muft  great  Offenders,  once  efcap'd  the  Crown, 
Like  Royal  Harts,  be  never  more  run  down? 
Admit  your  Law  to  fpare  the  Knight  requires,  3© 

As  Beafts  of  Nature  may  we  hunt  the  Squires? 
Suppofe  I  cenfure — you  know  what  I  mean — 
To  fave  a  Bifhop,  may  I  name  a  Dean  ? 

F.  A  Dean,  Sir?  no;  his  Fortune  is  not  made. 
You  hdirt  a  man  that 's  rifing  in  the  Trade.  35 

P.  If  not  the  Tradefman  who  fet  up  to  day. 
Much  lefs  the  'Prentice  v/ho  to-morrow  may, 
Down,  down,  proud  Satire !  though  a  r£alm  be  fpoil'd. 
Arraign  no  mightier  Thief  than  wretched  Wild ; 
Or,  if  a  Court  or  Country  's  made  a  job,  40 

Go  drench  a  Pickpocket,  and  join  the  Mob. 

But,  Sir,  I  beg  you,  (for  the  Love  of  Vice  !) 
The  matter 's  weighty,  pray  conGder  twice; 
Have  you  lefs  pity  for  the  needy  Cheat, 
The  poor  and  fricndlefs  Villain,  than  the  Great?       45 
Alas !  the  fmall  Difcredit  of  a  Bribe 
Scarce  hurts,  the  Lawyer,  but  undoes  the  Scribe. 

Then 
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Then  better  fure  it  Charity  becomes 
To  tax  Diredors,  who  (thank  God)  have  Plums; 
Still  better,  Minifters;  or,  if  the  thing  5a 

May  pinch  ev'n  there — why  lay  it  on  a  King. 

F.  Stop !  flop  ! 

P.  Muit  Satire,  then,  nor  rife  nor  fall? 
Speak  out,  and  bid  me  blame  no  P.ogues  at  all. 

F.  Yes,  ftrike  that  Wild,  I  'li  juftify  the  blow. 

P.  Strike?  why  the  man  was  hang'd  ten  years  ago:: 
Who  now  that  obfolete  Example  fears  ? 
Ev'n  Peter  trembles  only  for  h;s  Ears. 

F.  What,  always  Peter?  Peter  thinks  you  mad. 
You  make  men  defperate,  if  they  once  are  bad : 
Elfe  might  he  take  to  Virtue  fome  years  hence —      60 

P.  As  S — k,  if  he  Hves,  will  love  the  Prince. 

F.  Strange  fpleen  to  S — k ! 

P.  Do  I  wrong  the  Man? 
God  knows,  I  praife  a  Courtier  where  I  can. 
When  I  confefs,  there  is  who  feels  for  Fame, 
And  melts  to  Goodnefs,  need  I  Scarborow  name?     65, 
Pleas'd  let  me  own,  in  Efher's  peaceful  Grove 
(Where  Kent  and  Nature  vie  for  Pelham's  Love) 
The  Scene,  the  Mafter,  opening  to  my  view, 
1  fit  and  dream  I  fee  my  Craggs  anew ! 

Ev'n  in  a  Bifliop  I  can  fpy  Defert :  70 

Seeker  is  decent ;  Rundel  has  a  Heart ; 
Manners  v/ith  Candour  are  to  Benfon  given; 
To  Berkley,  every  Virtue  under  Heaven. 

But  does  the  Court  a  worthy  Man  remove  ? 
That  initant,  I  declare,  he  has  my  Love:  75. 

Ilhun 
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I  fhun  his  Zenith,  court  his  mild  Decline ; 

Thus  Sommers  once,  and  Halifax,  were  mine. 

Qfr,  in  the  clear,  ftill  Mirrour  of  Retreat, 

I  ftudy'd  Shrevvfbury,  the  wife  and  great; 

Carleton's  calm  Senfe,  and  Stanhope's  noble  Flame,  80 

Compar'd,  and  knew  their  generous  End  the  fame : 

How  pleafing  Atterbury's  fofter  hour  ! 

How  Ihin'd  the  Soul,  unconquer'd  in  the  Tower  I 

How  can  I  Pulteney,  Cheilerfield  forget, 

Wliile  Roman  Spirit  charms,  and  Attic  Wit:  85 

Argyll,  the  State's  whole  Thunder  born  to  wield. 

And  (hake  alike  the  Senate  and  the  Field: 

Or  Wyndham,  jull  to  Freedom  and  the  Throne, 

The  Mailer  of  our  Paffions,  and  his  own  ? 

Names,  which  I  long  have  lov'd,  nor  lov'd  in  vain,  90 

Rank'd  with  their  Friends,  not  number'd  with  theii' 

Train ; 
And  if  yet  higher  the  proud  Lift  fhoald  end,. 
Still  let  me  fay !  No  Follower,  but  a  Friend. 

Yet  think  not.  Friendship  only  prompts  my  lays : 
I  follow  Virtue;  where  fhe  fhines,  I  praife;  93', 

Point  llie  to  Prieft  or  Elder,  Whig  or  Tory, 

Or  round  a  Quaker's  Beaver  caft  a  Glory. 

I  never  (to  my  forrow  I  declare) 

Din'd  with  the  Man  of  Rofs,  or  my  Lord  Mayor. 

Some,  in  their  choice  of  Friends  (nay,  look  not  grareX 

Have  ilill  a  fecret  Byafs  to  a  Knave : 

To  find  an  honeil  man,  I  beat  about; 

And  love  him,  court  him,  praife  him,  in  or  out. 
F.  Then  why  fo  few  commended  } 

P.  Not 
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P.  ?\otfo  fierce; 
Find  you  the  Virtue,  and  I  '11  find  the  Yerfe.  icj 

But  random  Praife — the  tafk  can  ne'er  be  done: 
Each  Mother  aflcs  it  for  her  booby  Son, 
Each  V/ldow  aflcs  it  for  the  Bell  of  Men, 
For  him  fhe  weeps,  for  him  file  weds  again. 
Praife  cannot  (loop,  like  Satire,  to  the  ground  :        i  lo 
The  Number  may  be  hang'd,  but  not  be  crown'd. 
Enough  for  half  the  Greateft  of  thcfe  days^ 
To  'fcape  my  Cenfure,  not  expecl  my  Praife. 
Are  they  not  rich  ?  what  raore  can  they  pretend  ? 
Dare  they  to  hope  a  Poet  for  their  Friend  ?  1 1  j 

What  Richelieu  wanted,  Louis  fcajce  could  gain. 
And  what  young  Ammon  wilh'd,  but  vviih'd  in  vain. 
No  Power  the  MuCe's  Friendlhip  can  command ; 
No  Power,  when  Virtue  claims  it,  can  withlland: 
To  Cato,  Virgil  paid  one  honeft  line  ;  120 

0  let  my  Country's  Friendj  illumine  mine ! 

— What  are  you  thinking  ?  F.  Faith  the  thought 's  no  fui, 

1  think  your  Friends  are  out,  and  would  be  in. 

P.  If  merely  to  corne  in.  Sir,  they  go  out. 
The  way  they  take  is  ilrangely  round  about.  125. 

F.  They  too  may  be  corrupted,  you  '11  allow  ? 

P.  I  only  call  tliofe  Knaves  who  are  fo  now. 
Is  that  too  little?  Coma  then,  I  '11  comply — 
Spirit  of  Arnall !  aid  me  while  I  Ee. 
Cobham  's  a  Coward,  Polwarth  is  a  Slave,  130 

And  Lyttelton  a  dark,  defigning  Knave ; 
St.  John  has  ever  been  a  mighty  Fool— — 
But  let  me  add.  Sir  Robert 's  mighty  dull. 

Has 
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Has  never  made  a  Friend  in  private  life. 

And  was,  befides,  a  Tyrant  to  his  Wife.  135 

But  pray,  when  others  praiie  him,  do  I  blamef 
Call  Verres,  Wolfey,  any  odious  name? 
Why  rail  they  then,  if  but  a  Wreath  of  mine, 
O  all-accomphih'd  St.  John !  deck  thy  ihrine  ? 

What?  {hall  each  fpur-gall'd  Hackney  of  the  day. 
When  Paxton  gives  him  double  Pots  and  Pay, 
Or  each  new-penficn'd  Sycophant,  pretend 
To  break  my  Windows  if  I  treat  a  Friend ; 
Then  wifely  plead,  to  me  tliey  meant  no  hurt. 
But  'twas  my  Gueft  at  whem  they  threw  the  dirt?   145 
Sure,  if  I  fpare  the  Miniller,  no  rules 
Of  honour  bind  me,  not  to  maul  his  Tools; 
Sure,  if  they  cannot  cut,  it  may  be  faid 
;His  Sa-A's  are  toothlefs,  and  his  Hatchets  Lead. 

It  anger'd  Turenne,  once  upon  a  day,  1  tjo 

To  fee  a  Footnsan  kick'd  that  took  his  pay : 
But  when  he  heard  th'  Aifront  the  Fellow  gave. 
Knew  ODe  a  Man  of  Honour,  one  a  Knave; 
The  prudent -General  turn'd  it  to  a  jeft. 
And  begg'd,  he  'd  take  the  pains  to  kick  the  reft:  155 
Which  not  at  prefent  having  time  to  do — 
F.  Hold,  Sir !  for  God's  fake,  where 's  th'  Affront  to  you  ? 
Againfl  your  worlhip  when  had  S — k  writ  ? 
Ur  P — ge  pour'd  forth  the  Torrent  of  his  Wit? 
-Or  grant  the  Bard  whofe  diftich  all  commend  160 

[In  Power  a  Servant,  out  of  Power  a  Friend] 
To  W — le  guilty  of  fome  venial  fm; 
What 's  that  to  you  who  ne'er  was  out  nor  in  ? 

The 
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The  Prieft  vvliofe  Flattery  bedropt  the  Crown, 
How  hurt  he  you?  he  only  ftain'd  the  Gown.  16:5 

And  how  did,  pray,  the  florid  Youth  ofFend, 
Whofe  Speech  you  took,  and  gai^e  it  to  a  Friend  ? 
P.  Faith  it  imports  not  much  from  whom  it  came;     j 
Whoever  borrow'd,  could  not  be  to  blame,  > 

Since  the  whole  Houfe  did  afterwards  the  fame.  3 

Let  Courtly  Wits  to  Vi'its  afford  fupply. 
As  Hog  to  Hog  in  huts  of  Weftphaly; 
If  one,  through  Nature's  Bounty  or  his  Lord's, 
;Has  what  the  frugal,  dirty  foil  affords. 
From  him  the  next  receives  it,  thick  or  thin,  1 75 

As  pure  a  mefs  aimoft  as  it  came  in ; 
The  bleffcd  benefit,  not  there  conSn'd, 
©rops  to  the  third,  who  nuzzles  clofe  behind ; 
From  tail  to  mouth,  they  feed  and  they  caroufe : 
The  laft  full  fairly  giv^es  it  to  the  Houfe.  iSc 

F.  This  filthy  fimile,  this  beaffly  line 
Quite  turns  my  ftoniach — 

P.  So  does  Flattery  mine: 
And  all  your  courtly  Civet-cats  can  vent. 
Perfume  to  you,  to  me  is  Excrement. 
But  hear  me  further — Japhet,  'tis  agreed,  185 

Writ  not,  and  Chartres  fcarce  could  write  or  read. 
In  all  the  Courts  of  Pindus  guiltlefs  quite; 
But  Pens  can  forge,  my  Friend,  that  cannot  write ; 

Variatioin'. 
Ver.  185,  in  the  MS. 

I  grant  it,  Sir;  and  farther  'tis  agreed, 

Japhet  writ  not,  and  Chartres  fcarce  could  read. 

Ani 
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And  muft  no  Egg  in  Japhct's  face  be  thrown, 

Becaufe  the  Deed  he  forg'd  was  not  my  ownf         190 

Muft  never  Patriot  then  declaim  at  Gin, 

Unlcfs,  good  man !  he  has  been  fairly  in  ? 

No  zealous  Paftor  blame  a  failing  Spoufe, 

Without  a  ftaring  Reafon  on  his  brows  ? 

And  each  Blafpiiemer  quite  efcape  the  rod,  igg 

Becaufe  the  infult  's  not  on  Man,  but  God  ? 

Afk  you  what  Provocation  I  have  had? 
The  ftrong  Antipathy  of  Good  to  Bad. 
When  Truth  or  Virtue  an  Affront  endures, 
Th'  Aitront  is  mine,  my  friend,  and  fhould  be  yours« 
Mine,  as   a  Foe  profefs'd  to  falfe  Pretence, 
Who  think  a  Coxcomb's  Honour  like  his  Senfe; 
Mine,  as  a  Friend  to  every  worthy  mind; 
And  mine  as  Man,  who  feel  for  all  mankind. 

F.  You  're  ftrangely  proud. 

P.  So  proud,  I  am  no  Slave 
So  impudent,  I  own  myfelf  no  Knave: 
So  odd,  my  Country's  Ruin  makes  me  grave. 
Yes,  I  am  proud;  I  muft  be  proud  to  fee 
Men  not  afraid  of  God,  afraid  of  me  : 
Safe  from  the  Bar,  the  Pulpit,  and  the  Throne,      210 
Yet  touch'd  and  ftiam'd  by  Ridicule  alone. 

O  facred  weapon !  left  for  Truth's  defence. 
Sole  Dread  of  Folly,  Vice,  and  InfolcnCe  I 
To  all  but  Heaven-direfted  hands  deny'd. 
The  Mufe  may  give  thee,  but  the  Gods  muft  guide: 
Heverent  I  touch  thee !  but  with  honeft  zeal ; 
To  rouse  the  Watchmen  of  the  Public  Weal, 

To 
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To  Virtue's  work  provoke  the  tardy  Hal!, 

And  goad  the  Prelate  flumberlng  in  his  Stall. 

Ye  tinfel  Infers !  whom  a  Court  maintains,  229 

That  counts  your  Beauties  only  by  your  Stains, 

Spin  all  your  Cobwebs  o'er  the  Eye  of  Day  ! 

The  Mufe's  wing  fhall  brulh  you  all  away  : 

AW  his  Grace  preache?,  all  his  Lordibip  flngs. 

All  that  makes  Saints  of  Queens,  and  Gods  of  Kings. 

All,  all  but  Truth,  drops  dead-born  from  the  Prefs, 

-Like  the  laft  Gazette,  or  the  laft  Addrefs. 

When  bkck  Ambition  ftains  a  public  Caufe, 
A  Monarch's  Sword  when  mad  Vain-glory  draws. 
Not  Waller's  Wreath  can  hide  the  Nation's  Scar,    250 
Not  Bcileau  turn  the  Feather  to  a  Star. 

Not  fo,  when,  diadem'd  with  rays  divine, 
Touch'd  with  the  Flame  that  breaks  from  Virtue's  Shrine, 
Her  Prieftefs  Mufe  forbids  the  Good  to  die. 
And  opes  the  Temple  of  Eternity.  235 

There,  other  Trophies  deck  the  truly  brave. 
Than  fuch  as  Anftis  cafts  into  the  Grave; 

V  A   R    I   A   T   I  O  N   S« 

After  ver.  227,  in  the  MS. 

Where  's  now  the  Star  that  lighted  Charles  to  rife  ? 
—With  that  which  followM  Julius  to  the  fkies. 
Angels,  that  watch'd  the  Royal  Oak.  fo  well, 
How  chanc'd  ye  nod,  when  lucklefs  Sorel  fell  ? 
Hence,  lying  miracles  !  reduc'd  fo  low 
At  to  the  regal-touch  and  papal-toe; 
Hence  haughty  Edgar's  title  to  the  Main, 
Britain's  to  France,  and  thine  to  India,  Spain  1 

Far 
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Far  other  Stars  than  *  and  *  *  wear. 

And  may  defcend  to  Mordington  from  Stair ; 

(Such  as  on  Hough's  unfully'd  Mitre  fliine,  240 

Or  beam,  good  Digby,  from  a  heart  like  thine) 

Let  Envy  howl,  while  Heaven's  whole  Chorus  fmgs. 

And  bark  at  Honour  not  conferr'd  by  Kings ; 

Let  Flattery  fickening  fee  the  Incenfe  rife. 

Sweet  to  the  World,  and  grateful  to  the  Skies:        245 

Truth  guards  the  Poet,  fanftifies  the  line. 

And  makes  immortal,  Verfe  as  mean  as  mine. 

Yes,  the  laft  Pen  for  Freedom  let  me  draw. 
When  Truth  ftands  trembling  on  the  edge  of  Law; 
Here,  b.ft  of  Britons!  let  your  Names  be  read;       250 
Are  none,  none  living  ?  let  me  praife  the  Dead, 
And  for  that  Caufe  which  m.ade  your  Fathers  fhine, 
.  Fall  by  the  Votes  of  their  degenerate  Line.        ' 

F.  Alas,  alas!  pray  end  what  you  began. 
And  write  next  winter  more  Effays  on  Man.  2 :  c 
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Imitated  in  the  Manner  of  Dr.  Swift. 

%■'  I  '^'IS  true,  my  Lord,  I  gave  my  word, 

A      I  would  be  with  you,  June  the  thii'd; 
Chang'd  it  to  Augui^,  and  (in  (hort) 
Have  kept  it — as  you  do  at  Court. 
You  humour  me  when  I  am  fick, 
V/hy  not  when  I  am  fplenetick? 
In  town,  what  Objedls  could  I  meet? 
The  (hops  (hut  up  in  every  llreet. 
And  Funerals  blackening  all  the  Doers,  . 
And  yet  more  melancholy  Whores : 
And  what  a  duft  in  every  place  ! 
And  a  thin  Court  that  wants  your  Facea 
And  Fevers  raging  up  and  dov.'n. 
And  W*  and  H**  both  in  Town ! 


OUINQIJE  dies  tlbi  pollicltus  me  rure  futurum, 
Sexiilem  totum  mendax.deilderor.  atqui. 
Si  me  vivere  vis  fanum  redleque  valentem ; 
Quam  mihi  das  acgro,  dabis  aegrotare  timenti, 
Maecenas,  veniam  :  dum  ficus  prima  calorque 
Defignatorum  decorat  Uftoribus  atris': 
Dum  pueris  omnis  pater,  et  matercula  pallet  j 
Offidofaque  fedulitas,  et  opella  forenfis 
Adducit  febres,  et  tellamenta  refignat. 
X  3. 
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"  The  dog-days  are  no  more  the  cafe."  j^ 

'Tis  true,  but  Winter  comes  apace : 
Then  fouthward  let  your  Bard  retire. 
Hold  out  fome  Months  'twLxt  Sun  and  Fire, 
And  you  fhall  fee,  the  firft  warm  Weather, 
Me  and  the  Butterflies  together.  20 

My  Lord,  your  Favours  well  I  knowj 
'Tis  with  Diftinftion  you  beftow; 
And  not  to  every  one  that  comes, 
Juft  as  a  Scotfman  does  his  Plums. 
"  Pray  take  them.  Sir — Enough  's  a  Feafi: :  25, 

•'  Eat  fome,  and  pocket  up  the  reft" — 
What,  rob  your  Boys  ?  thofe  pretty  rogues ! 
*'  No,  Sir,  you  '11  leave  them  to  the  Hogs." 
Thus  Fools  with  Compliments  beliege  ye. 
Contriving  never  to  oblige  ye.  30 

Scatter  your  favours  on  a  Fop, 
Ingratitude  's  the  certain  crop; 

And 

Quod  fi  bruma  nives  Albania  illinet  agris  ; 
Ad  mare  defcendet  vates  tuus,  et  fibi  parcet, 
Contraftufque  leget ;  te,  dulcis  amice,  revifet 
Cum  Zephyris,  fi  concedes,  et  hirundine  prima. 

jNon,  quo  more  pyris  vefci  Calaber  jubet  hofpes^ 
Tu  me  fecifti  locupletem.     Vefcere  fodes. 
Jam  fatis  eft.     At  tu  quantumvis  tolle.     Benigne. 
Non  invifa  feres  pueris  munufcula  parvis. 
Tarn  teneor  dono,  quam  fi  dlm.ittar  onuftus. 
Ut  libet :  haec  porcis  hodie  comedenda  relinques. 
Prodigus  et  Ilultus  donat  quae  fpernit  et  odit: 
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And  'tis  but  juft,  I  '11  tell  you  wherefore. 

You  give  the  things  you  never  care  for. 

A  wife  man  always  is  or  lliould  35 

Be  mighty  ready  to  do  good; 

But  makes  a  diiFerence  in  his  thought 

Betwixt  a  Guinea  and  a  Groat. 

Now  this  I  '11  fay,  you  '11  find  in  me 
A  fafe  Companion  and  a  free ;  40 

But  if  you  'd  have  me  always  near — 
A  word,  pray,  in  your  Honour's  ear. 
I  hope  it  is  your  Refolution 
To  give  me  back  my  Conftitution ! 
The  fprightly  Wit,  the  lively  Eye,  45 

Th'  engaging  Smile,  the  Gaiety, 
That  laugh'd  down  m.any  a  Summer  Sun, 
And  kept  you  up  fo  oft  till  one : 
And  all  that  voluntary  Vein, 

As  when  Belinda  rais'd  my  Strain.  ^o 

A 

Haec  feges  ingratos  tulit  et  feret  omnibus  annis. 
Vir  bonus  et  fapiens,  dignis  ait  effe  paratum  1 
Nee  tamen  ignorat,  quid  dilknt  aera  lapinis  ? 
Dignum  praeftabo  me,  etiam  pro  laude  merentis. 
Quod  fi  me  noles  ufquam  difcedere;  reddes 
Forte  latus,  nigros  angufla  fronte  capillos :  . 
Reddes  duke  loqui:  reddes  ridere  decorum,  et 
Inter  vina  fugam  Cynarae  moerere  protervae. 
Forte  per  anguftam  tenuis  vulpecula  rimam 
Repfer.it  in  cumeram  frumenti :  paftaque,  rurfus 
Ire  foras  pleno  tendebat  corpore  fruflra.> 
X4 
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A  Weazel  once  made  fhift  to  flink. 
In  at  a  Corn-loft  through  a  Chink ; 
But  having  amply  lIufF'd  his  fkin. 
Could  not  get  out  as  he  got  in ; 

Which  one  belonging  to  the  Koufe  r  r 

('Tvvas  not  a  Man,  it  was  a  Moufe) 
Obferving,  cry'd,  "  You  'fcape  not  fo, 
"  Lean  as  you  came.  Sir,  you  muft  go." 

Sir,  you  may  fpare  your  Application, 
I  'm  no  fuch  Beaft,  nor  his  Relation ;  60 

Nor  one  that  Temperance  advance, 
Cramm'd  to  the  Throat  with  Ortolans : 
Extremely  ready  to  refign 
All  that  may  make  me  none  of  mine. 
South-fea  Subfcriptions  take  who  pleafc,  65 

Leave  me  but  Liberty  and  Eafe. 
*Twas  what  I  faid  to  Craggs  and  Child, 
Who'prais'd  my  Modefty,  and  fmil'd. 
Give  me,  I  cry'd,  (enough  for  me) 
My  Bread,  and  Independency !  70 

So  bought  an  Annual-rent  or  two. 

And  liv'd jull  as  you  fee  I  do; 

Near  % 


Cui  muftela  procul.  Si  vis,  alt,  efFagere  iftinc, 
Macra  cavum  repetes  arftum,  quern  macra  fubifti. 
Hac  ego  fi  compellar  imagine,  cundla  refigno; 
Nee  fomnum  plebis  laudo  fatur  altilium,  nee 
Otia  divitlis  Arabum  Uberrima  muto. 
Saepe  verecundum  laudafti:  Rexque,  Paterquc 
Audifti  coram,  nee  verbo  parcius  abfens : 
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Near  fifty,  and  without  a  Wife, 

1  truit  that  Sinking  Fund,  my  Life. 

Can  I  retrench  ?  Yes,  mighty  well,  75 

Shrink  back  to  my  Paternal  Cell, , 

A  little  Houfe,  with  Trees  a-row, 

Ahd,  like  its  Mailer,  very  low. 

There  dy'd  rny  Father,  no  man's  Debtor, 

And  there  I  '11  die,  nor  worfe  nor  better.  80 

To  fet  this  matter  full  before, ye. 

Our  old  friend  Swift  will  tell  his  Story. 

"  Harley,  the  nation's  great  fupport — " 

Cut  you  may  read  it,  I  Hop  Ihort. 


Jnfpice,  fi  polTum  donata  reponere  laetus. 


Parvum  parva  decent,    mihi  jam  non  regia  Roma, 
Sed  vacuum  Tlbur  placet,  aut  imbelle  Tarentum. 
Strenuus  et  fortis,  caufifque  Philippus  agendis 
Claras,  &c. 


The 
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The   latter  Part  of  SATIRE   VI.* 

O  Charming  Noons !  and  Nights  divine ! 

Or  when  I  fup,  or  when  I  dine. 

My  Friends  above,  my  Folks  below,  135 

Chatting  and  laughing  all-a-row. 

The  Beans  and  Bacon  fet  before  'em. 

The  Grace-cup  ferv'd  with  all  decorum : 

Each  willing  to  be  pleas'd,  and  pleafe. 

And  even  the  very  Dogs  at  eafe !  14a 

Here  no  man  prates  of  idle  things. 

How  this  or  that  Italian  fings, 

A  Neighbour's  Madnefs,  or  his  Spoufe's, 

Or  what  's  in  either  of  the  Houfes : 

But  fomething  much  more  our  concern,  .  145 

And  quite  a  fcandal  not  to  learn : 

Which  is  the  happier,  or  the  wifer, 

A  man  of  Merit,  or  a  Mifer  ? 

Whether 


O  nodles  coenaeque  Deum !  quibus  ipfe  meique. 
Ante  Larem  proprium  vefcor,  vernafque  procaces 
Pafco  libatis  dapibus :  cum,  ut  cuique  libido  ell, 
Siccat  inaequales  calices  conviva,  folutus 
Legibus  infanis :  feu  quis  capit  acria  fortis 
Pocula;  feu  modicis  uvefcit  laetius.  ergo 
Sermo  oritur,  non  de  villis  dom'bufve  alicnis. 
Nee  male  necne  Lepos  faltet :  fed  quod  magis  ad  nos 
Pertinet,  et  nefcire  malum  eft,  agitamus;  utrumne 

*  See  the  firii  part  in  Swift's  Poems. 


Sat.  VI.     IMITATIONS  OF  HORACE.  315 

Wh2ther  we  ought  to  chiife  our  Friends, 

For  their  own  Worth,  or  our  own  Ends  ?  150 

What  good,  or  better,  we  may  call. 

And  what,  the  very  beft  of  all  ? 

Our  Friend  Dan  Prior  told  (you  know) 
A  Tale  extremely  "  a  propos  :" 
Name  a  Town  Life,  and  in  a  trice  icr 

He  had  a  Story  of  two  Mice. 
Once  on  a  time  (fo  runs  the  Fable) 
A  Country  Moufe,  right  hofpitable, 
Receiv'd  a  Town  Moufe  at  his  Board, 
Juft  as  a  Farmer  might  a  Lord.  160 

A  frugal  Mouft,  upon  the  whole. 
Yet  lov'd  his  Friend,  and  had  a  Soul, 
Knew  what  was  handfome,  and  would  do 't. 
On  juft  occafon,  "  coute  qui  coute." 
He  brought  him  Bacon  (nothing  lean) ;  165 

Pudding,  that  might  have  pleas'd  a  Dean; 

Cheefe, 

Divitiis  homines,  an  fmt  virtute  beati : 
Quidve  ad  amicitias,  ufus  redumne,  trahat  nos : 
Et  quae  fit  natura  boni,  fummumque  quid  ejus. 
Cerviiis  haec  inter  vicinus  garrit  aniles 
Ex  re  fabellas.  fi  quis  nam  laudat  Arelli 
SoliciLas  ignarus  opes ;  fic  incipit :  Olim 
K.ufticus  urbanum  murem  mus  paupere  fertur 
AccepifTe  cavo,  veterem  vetus  hofpes  amicum; 
Afper,  et  attentus  quaefuis ;  ut  tamen  arftum 
Solveret  hofpitlis  animum,  quid  multa?  neque  illi 
Sepofiti  ciceris,  nee  longae  invidit  avenae : 
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Cheefe,  fuch  as  men  in  Suffolk  make, 

Butwifh'd  it  Stilton  for  his  fake ; 

Yet,  to  his  Gueft  though  no  way  fparing. 

He  eat  himfelf  the  rind  and  paring.  170. 

Our  Courtier  fcarce  could  touch  a  bit. 

But  fliovv'd  his  Breeding  and  his  Vv^it; 

Hs  did  his  beft  to  feem  to  eat. 

And  cry'd,  "  I  vow  you  're  mighty  neat. 

•'  But  Lord,  my  Friend,  this  favage  Scene!  175 

"  For  God's  fake,  come,  and  live  with  Men : 

"  Confider,  Mice,  like  Men,  mufl:  die, 

"  -Both  fmall  and  great,  both  you  and  I : 

"  Then  fpend  your  life  in  Joy  and  Sport, 

*'  (This  doflrinc,  Friend,  i  learn'd  at  Court)."       l8«- 

The  veriefl:  Hermit  in  the  Nation 
May  yield,  God  knows,  to  ftrong  temptation. 

Away 

Aridum  et  ore  ferens  acinum,  femefaque  lardi 

Frufta  dedit,  cupiens  varia  faftidia  coena 

Vincere  tangentis  male  fmgula  dente  fuperbo: 

Cum  pater  ipfe  domus  palea  porreftus  in  horna 

Eflet  ador  loliumque,  dapis  meliora  relinquens. 

Tandem  urbanusad  hunc.  Quid  tejuvat,  inquit,  amice> 

Praerupti  nemoris  patientem  vivere  dorfo  ? 

Yin'  tu  homines  urberaque  feris  praeponere  fylvis 

Carpe  viam  (mihi  crede)  comes :  terreftria  quando 

Mortales  animas  vivunt  fortita,  neque  uUa  eft, 

Aut  magno  aut  parvo,  leti  fuga.  quo,  bone,  circa, 

Dum  licet,  in  rebus  jucundis  vive  beatus  : 

Vive  memor  quam  fis  aevi  brevis.    Haec  ubi  didU 
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Away  they,  came,  through  thick  and  thin. 
To  a  tall  houfe  near  Lincoln's-Inn: 
('Twas  on  the  night  of  a  Debate,  •  1 85 

iWhen  all  their  Lordfhips  had  fate  late.) 

Behold  the  place,  where  if  a  Poet 
Shin'd  in  Defcription,  he  might  ihow  it; 
Tell  how  the  Moon-beam  trembling  falls. 
And  tips  with  Silver  all  the  walls;  ■  1 90 

•Palladian  walls,  Venetian  doors, 
Grctefco  roofs,  and  Stucco  floors : 
But  let  it  (in  a  word)  be  faid,  "j 

The  Moon  was -up,  and  Men  a-bed,  > 

The  Napkin  's  white,  the  Carpet  red  :  ^^95  J 

The  Guefts  withdrawn  had  left  the  Treat, 
And  down  the  Mice  fate,  "  tete  a  tete." 

Our  Courtier  walks  from  dilh  to  dilTi, 
Tallcs  for  his  Friend  of  Fowl  and  Fifh ; 
Tells  all  their  names,  lays  down  the  law,  200 

'-Que  9a  ell  bon!  .Ah  goutez  i^a! 

"  That 


Agreftem  pepulere,  domo  levis  exfilit:  inde 
Ambo  propofitum  peragunt  iter,  urbis  aventes 
Moeni:i  noflurni  fubrepere.  jamque  tenebat 
Nox  medium  coeli  fpatium,  cum  ponit  uterque 
In  locuplete  domo  veftigia :  rubro  ubi  cocco 
Tindta  fuper  leftos  canderet  veilis  eburnos; 
Multaque  de  magna  fupereffent  fcrcula  coena. 
Quae  procul  exftruftis  inerant  hefteraa  caniftris. 
Ergo  ubi  purpurea  porreftum  in  vefte  locavit 
Agreftem ;  veluti  fuccinftus  curfitat  hofpes. 
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"  That  Jelly  's  ricli,  this  Malmfey  healing, 
*'  Pray  dip  your  Vv'^hiJcers  and  your  Tail  in." 
■  Was  ever  fach  a  happy  Swain  ? 
He  ftuiFi  and  fwills,  and  fluffs  again.  205 

•*  I  'm  quite  afham'd — 'tis  mighty  rude 
"  To  eat  fo  much—- but  all  's  fo  good. 
*'  I  have  a  tiioufand  thanks  to  give — 
*'  My  Lord  alone  knows  how  to  live." 
No  fooner  faid,  but  from  the  Hall  2 10 

Rufii  Chaplain,  Butler,  Dogs  and  all: 
**  A  Rat,  a  Rat !  clap  to  the  door" — 
The  Cat  comes  bouncing  on  the  floor. 
O  for  the  heart  of  Homer's  Mice, 
Or  Gods  to  fave  them  in  a  trice '.  215 

(It  was  by  Providence  they  think. 
For  your  damn'd  Stucco  has  no  chink.) 
"  An't  pleafe  your  Honour,  quoth  the  Peafant, 
*'  This  fame  Deffert  is  not  fo  pleafant : 
"  Give  me  again  my  hollow  Tree,  22c 

«  A  Cruft  of  Bread,  and  Liberty!" 

Continuatque  dapes :  nee  non  verniliter  ipfis 
Fungitur  officiis,  praelambens  omne  quod  affert. 
lUe  Cubans  gaudet  mutata  forte,  bonifque 
Rebus  agit  laetum  com-ivam  :  cum  fubito  ingens 
Valvarum  ftrepitus  leftis  excufTit  utrumque. 
Currere  per  totum  pavidi  conclave ;  magifque 
Exanimes  trepidare,  fimul  domus  alta  Moloifis 
Perfonuit  canibus.    turn  rufticus,  Haud  mihi  vita 
-Eft  opus  hac,  ait,  et  valeas :  me  fylva,  cavufque 
Tutus  ab  infidiis  tenui  folabitur  ervo. 

BOOK 
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BOOK        IV. 
ODE       I. 

To      VENUS. 

AGAIN?  new  Tumults  in  my  breaft  ? 
.   Ah  fpare  me,  Venus !  let  me,  let  me  reft  \ 
I  am  net  now,  alas !  the  man 

As  in  the  gentle  Reign  of  my  Queen  Anne. 
Ah  found  no  more  thy  foft  alarms. 

Nor  circle  fober  fifty  with  thy  Charms ! 
Mother  too  fierce  of  dear  Defires ! 

Turn,  turn  to  willing  hearts  your  wanton  fires. 
To  Ni:mber  five  direft  your  Doves, 

There  fpread  round  Murray  all  your  blooming  Loves  i 

Noble 

Ad    V  E  N  E  R  E  M. 

INtermissa,  Venus,  diu 
Rurfus  bella  moves  ?  parce  precor,  precor. 
Non  fum  qualis  eram  bonae 

Sub  regno  Cynarae.  define,  dulcium 
Mater  faeva  Cupidinum, 

Circa  luftra  decem  fiefterertlolHbus 
Jam  durum  imperils :  abi 

Quo  blandae  juvenum  te  revocant  preces, 
Tempeftivius  in  domum 

PauUi,  purpureis  ales  oloribus, 
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Noble  and  ycung,  who  ftrikes  the  heart 

V''ith  every  fprightly,  every  decent  part ; 
Equal,  the  u^jur'd  to  defend. 

To  cliarm  the  Miftref;,  or  to  fix  the  Friend. 
He,  with  a  hundred  Arts  refin'd. 

Shall  flretch  thy  conquefts  over  half  the  kind: 
To  him  each  Rival  fhall  fubmit. 

Make  but  his  Riches  equal  to  his  Wit. 
Then  fhall  thy  Form  the  Marble  grace, 

(Thy  Grecian  Form)  and  Chloe  lend  the  Face : 
His  Hoafe,  embofom'd  in  the  Grove, 

Sacred  to  fecial  life  and  fecial  love. 
Shall  glitter  o'er  the  pendent  green. 

Where  Thames  reflefts  the  vifionary  fcene : 
Thither  the  filver-founding  lyres 

Shall  call  the  fmiling  Loves,  and  young  Defires ; 

'Hiere, 


Commifiabere  Maxinii ; 

Si  torrere  jecur  <]uaeris  idoneum. 
Namque  et  nobilis,  et  decens, 

Et  pro  folicitis  non  tacitus  reis, 
Et  centum  puer  artium. 

Late  figna  feret  militiae  tuae. 
Et,  quandoque  potentior 

Largis  muncribus  riferit  aemuli, 
Albanos  prope  te  lacus 

Ponet  marmoream  fub  trabe  citrea, 
lUic  plurima  nafibus 

Duces  thura;  lyraqueet  Berecynthiae 
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There,  every  Grace  and  Mufe  fhall  throng. 

Exalt  the  dance,  or  animate  the  fong ; 
There  Youths  and  Nymphs,  in  confort  gay. 

Shall  hail  the  rifing,  clofe  the  parting  day. 
With  me,  alas!  thofe  joys  are  o'er; 

For  me  the  vernal  garlands  bloom  no  more, 
Adieu  !  fond  hope  of  mutual  fire. 

The  ftill-believing,  ftill  renew'd  de/ire; 
Adieu !  the  heart-expanding  bowl. 

And  all  the  kind  Deceivers  of  the  foul ! 
But  why  ?  ah  tell  me,  ah  too  dear ! 

Steals  down  my  cheek  th'  involuntary  Tear? 
Why  words  fo  flowing,  thoughts  fo  free. 

Stop,  or  turn  nonfenfe,  at  one  glance  Of  thee  ? 
Thee,  drefs'd  in  Fancy's  airy  beam, 

Abfent  I  follow  through  th'  extended  Dream  ; 


Now 


Deleclabere  tibia 

Mixtis  carminibus,  non  fine  fiftula. 
Illic  bis  pueri  die 

Numen  cum  teneris  virginibus  tuum 
Laudantes,  pede  candido 

In  morem  Salium  ter  quatient  humum. 
Me  nee  femina,  nee  puer 

Jam,  nee  fpes  animi  credula  mutui. 
Nee  certare  juvat  mero. 

Nee  vincire  novis  tempora  floribus. 
Bed  cur,  heu !  Ligurine,  cur 

Manat  rara  meas  lacryma  per  gcnas? 
Vol.  XL VI.  Y 
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Now,  now  I  ceafe,  I  clafp  thy  charms. 

And  now  you  barft  (ah  cruel!)  from  my  arm-s.; 

And  fwiftly  flioot  along  the  Mall,  . 
Or  foftly  glide  by  the  Canal, 

Now  ftiown  by  Cynthia's  fslver  ray. 

And  now  on  rolling  v/aters  fnatch'd  away. 


Cur  facunda  parum  decoro 

Inter  verba  cadit  lingua  illentlo  ? 

Nodurnis  te  ego  fomniis 

Jam  captum  teneo,  jam  volucrem  fequor 

Te  per  gramina  Martii 

Campi,  te  per  aquas,  dure,  y.o'nbiles. 


Part 


laj 


OOE  IX.  .   IMITATIONS  OF  HORACE. 

Part    of    the     NINTH     O  D  E' 
Of  the    FOURTH   BOOK. 

A    FRAGMENT. 

LEST  you  ftiould  think  that  verfe  fhall  die^  ■ 
Which  founds  the  Silver  Thames  along. 
Taught  on  the  wings  of  Truth  to  fly- 
Above  the  reach  of  vulgar  fong  ; 

Though  daring  Milton  fits  fublime. 

In  Spenfer  native  Mufes  play ; 
Nor  yet  fhall  Waller  yield  to  time. 

Nor  penfive  Cowley's  moral  lay — 

Sages  and  Cliiefs  long  fince  had  birth  - 
Ere  Cxiar  was,  or  Nev/ton  nam'd; 

Thefe. 


NE  forte  credas  interitura,  quae 
Longe  fonantem  natus  ad  Aufiduia^ 
Non  ante  vulgatas  per  artes 
Verba  loquor  focianda  chordis; 

Non,  fi  priores  Maeonius  tenet 
Scdes  Homerus,  Pindaricae  latent 
Ceaeque,  et  Alcaei  minaces 
Stefichoiique  graves  Camenae : 

Nee  fi  quid  olim  lufit  Anacreon, 
Delevit  aetas :  fpirat  adhuc  amor, 
Y  2 
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Then  rais'd  new  Empires  o'er  the  Earth, 

And  Thofe,  new  Heavens  and  Syftemi  fram'd. 

Vain  was  the  Chiefs,  the  Sage's  pride ! 

They  had  no  Poet,  and  they  died  : 
In  vain  they  fchem'd,  in  vain  they  bled! 

They  had  no  Poet,  and  are  dead. 


Vivuntque  comraifli  calores 

Aeoliae  fidibus  puellae. 

Vlxere  fortes  ante  Agamemnona 

Multi;  fed  omnes  illacrymabiles 

Urgentur  ignotique  longa 

Nofte,  carent  quia  vate  facrOf 
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Y3 


I  3^7  n 


Receiving  from  the  Right  Hon.  the  Lady 

F  H  A  N  C  E  S        S  H  I  R  L  E  ¥<> 

A    STANDISH   AND    TWO    PENS. 

YE  S,  I  beheld  th'  Athenian  Queen 
Defcend  in  all  her  fober  charms ; 
^'  And  take  (fhe  (aid-,  and  fmil'd  ferene) 
"  Take  at  this  hand  celeftial-  arms. 

*'  Secure  the  radiant  weapons  wield  ; 

"  This  golden  lance  fhal!  guard  Defert^ 
-•*  And  if  a  Vice  dares  keep  the  field, 

"  This  fteel  ftiall  ftab  it  to  the  heart." 

Aw'd,  on  my  bended  knees  I  fell, 

Receiv'd  the  weapons  of  the  fky ; 
And  dipp'd  them  in  the  fable  Well, 

The  Fount  of  Fame  or  Infamy. 

"  What  Well?  what  Weapon?  (Flavia  cries) 

"  A  ftandifh,  fteel  and  golden  pen  I 
"  It  came  from.  Bertrand's,  not  the  flues; 

"  I  gave  it  you  to  write  again. 

•'  But,  Friend,  take  heed  whom  you  attack ; 

"  You  '11  bring  a  houfe  (I  mean  of  Peers) 
*'  Red,  Blue,  and  Green,  nay  white  and  black, 

<'  L — —' — >  and  all  about  your  ears. 

Y4  Yon'i. 
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"  You  'd  write  as  fmooth  again  on  glafs, 

*'  And  run,  on  ivory,  fo  glib, 
•«'  As  not  to  fticlc  at  fool  or  afs, 

"  Nonftop  at  Flattery  or  Fib. 

"  Athenian  Queen!  and  fober  charms! 

"  I  tell  you,  fool,  there  's  nothing  in  't : 
*'  'Tis  Venus,  Venus  gives  tliefe  arms; 

"  In  Dryden's  Virgil  fee  the  print. 

"  Come,  if  you  Ml  be  a  quiet  foul, 

"  That  dares  tell  neither  Truth  nor  Lies, 

"  I  '11  lift  you  in  the  harmlefs  roll 

"  Of  thofe  that  fing  of  thefe  poor  eyea,*' 
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TO 

ROBERT  EARL  OF  OXFORD, 
AND  EARL  MORTIMER, 

SENT  to  the  Earl  of  Oxford  with  Dr.  Paineirs  Poems 
publiflis:d  by  our  Author,  after  the  faid  Earl's  Imprilbn- 
IbniTient  in  the  Tower,  and  Retreat  into  the  Country,  in 
the  year  1721. 

SUCH  were  the  notes  thy  once-lov'd  Poet  fung. 
Till  Death  untimely  ftopp'd  his  tuneful  tongue. 
Oh  juft  beheld,  and  loft !  admir'd,  and  mourn'd  1 
With  foftell  manners,  gentleft  arts  adorn'd  1 
Bleft  in  each  fcience,  bleft  in  every  ftrain  !  5 

Dear  to  the  Mufe  !  to  Harley  dear — in  vain ! 

For  him,  thou  oft  haft  bid  the  World  attend. 
Fond  to  forget  the  ftatefman  in  the  friend ; 
For  Swift  and  him.,  defpis'd  the  farce  of  ftate. 
The  fober  Follies  of  the  wife  and  great.;  IQ 

Dextrous,  the  craving,  fawning  crowd  to  quit. 
And  pleas'd  to  'fcape  from  Flattery  to  Wit. 

Abfent  or  dead,  ftill  let  a  friend  be  dear, 
(A  figh  the  abfent  claims,  the  dead  a  tear) 
Recall  thofe  nights  that  clos'd  thy  toilfome  days,       15 
Still  hear  thy  Parnell  in  his  living  lays. 
Who,  carelefs  now  of  Intereft,  Fame,  or  Fate^ 
Perhaps  forgets  that  Oxford  e'er  was  great ; 

Ox, 
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Or,  deeming  meanefl:  what  we  greateft  call. 

Beholds  thee  glorious  only  in  thy  Fall.  io 

And  fure,  if  aught  below  the  Teats  divine 
Can  touch  Immortals,  'tis  a  Soul  like  thine: 
•A  Soul  Supreme,  in  each  hard  inflance  try'd. 
Above  all  Pain,  and  Palfion,  and  all  Pride, 
The  rage  of  Power,  the  blaft  of  public  breath,  2C 

The  lull  of  Lucre,  and  the  dread  of  Death. 

In  vain  to  Deferts  thy  retreat  is  made; 
;The  Mufe  attends  thee  to  thy  filent  fhade: 
'Tis  her's,  the  brave  man's  lateft  Heps  to  trace, 
-Re-judge  his  afts,  and  dignify  difgrace.  39 

When  Intereft  calls  off  all  her  fneaking  train, 
-And  all  th'  oblig'd  defert,  and  all  the  vain; 
•■She  waits,  or  to  the  Scaffold,  or  the  cell. 
When  the  lafl  Ungering  friend  has  bid  farewell. 
Ev'n  now,  fhe  (hades  thy  Evening-walk  with  bays    35 
(No  hireling  fhe,  no  proftitute  to  praife)  ; 
Ev'n  now,  obfervant  of  the  parting  ray. 
Eyes  the  calm  Sun-fet  of  thy  various  Day, 
Through  Fortune's  cloud  one  truly  great  can  feej, 
Nor  fears  to  tell,  that  Mortimer  is  he. 
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E     P     I     S      T     L     E 

T  O     J  A  M  E  S      C  R  A  G  G  S,      E  S  Q^ 

SECRETARY  OF  STATE  IN  THE  YEAR  I72O. 

A  Soul  as  full  of  Worth,  as  void  of  Pride, 
Which  nothing  feeks  to  £hew,  or  needs  to  hidei 
Which  nor  to  Guilt,  nor  Fear,  its  Caution  owes. 
And  boaits  a  Warmth  that  from  no  PafTion  flows : 
A  Face  untaught  to  feign;  a  judging  Eye,  r  "j 

That  darts  fevere  upon  a  rifmg  Lie,  > 

And  ftrikes  a  blulh  through  frontlefs  Flattery :  J 

All  this  thou  wert ;  and  being  this  before. 
Know,  Kings  and  Fortune  cannot  make  thee  more. 
Then  fcorn  to  gain  a  Friend  by  fervile  ways,  lo 

Nor  wifh  to  lofe  a  Foe  thefe  Virtues  raife  j 
But  candid,  free,  fmcere,  as  you  began. 
Proceed — a  Minifter,  but  ftill  a  Man. 
Be  not  (exalted  to  whate'er  degree) 
Afnam'd  of  any  Friend,  not  ev'n  of  Me :  i  j 

The  Patriot's  plain,  but  untrod,  path  purfue  j 
if  not,  'tis  I  mull  be  afham'd  of  You. 
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EPISTLE 

TO    MR.    JERVAS, 

With  Mr.  Dryden's  Tranflation  of  Fr.esnoy^6 
Alt  of  Painting. 

THIS  Epiftle,  and  the  two  following,  were  written  feme 
years  before  the  relt,  and  originally  printed  in  1717. 

THIS  Verfe  be  thine,  my  friend,  nor  thou  refufe 
This,  from  no  venal  or  ungrateful  Mufe. 
Whether  thy  hand  ftrike  out  fome  (ree  defign. 
Where  Life  awakes,  and  dawns  at  every  line; 
Or  blend  in  beauteous  tints  the  colour'd  mafs,  5 

And  from  the  canvafs  call  the  mimic  face : 
Read  thefe  inflruftive  leaves,  in  which  confpire 
Frefnoy's  clofe  Art,  and  Dryden's  native  Fire : 
And  reading  wifh,  like  theirs,  our  fate  and  fame. 
So  mix'd  our  ftudies,  and  fo  join'd  our  name;  10 

Like  them  to  fliine  through  long  fucceeding  age. 
So  juft  thy  Ikill,  fo  regular  my  rage. 

Smit  with  the  love  of  Sifter- Arts  we  came. 
And  met  congenial,  mingling  flame  with  flame; 
■Like  friendly  colours  found  them  both  unite,  15 

And  each  from  each  contradl  new  ftrength  and  light. 
How  oft  in  pleaflng  tafks  we  wear  the  day. 
While  fummer-funs  roll  unperceiv'd  away  ! 
How  oft  our  flowly-growing  works  impart. 
While  Images  refleft  from  art  to  art  I  20 

How 
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How  oft  review ;  each  finding  like  a  friend 
Something  to  blame,  and  fomething  to  commend! 

What  flattering  fcenes  our  wandering  fancy  wrought, 
Rome  's  pompous  glories  rifing  to  our  thought ! 
Together  o'er  the  Alps  methinks  we  fly,  25 

Fir'd  with  Ideas  of  fair  Italy. 
With  thee  on  Raphael's  Monument  I  mourn. 
Or  wait  infpiring  Dreams  at  Maro's  Urn  : 
With  thee  repofe,  where  Tully  once  was  laid. 
Or  feek  fome  R.uin's  formidable  (hade :  30 

While  Fancy  brings  the  vanifh'd  piles  to  view. 
And  builds  imaginary  Rome  anew. 
Here  thy  well-fludied  marbles  fix  our  eye; 
A  fading  Frefco  here  demands  a  figh : 
Each  heavenly  piece  unwearied  we  compare,  3^ 

Match  Raphael's  grace  with  thy  lov'd  Guide's  air, 
Carracci's  flrength,  Correggio's  fofter  line,. 
Paulo's  free  ftroke,  and  Titian's  warmth  divine. 

How  finifh'd  with  illuftrious  toil  appears 
This  fmall,  well-polifh'd  Gem,  the  work  of  years !    40 
Yet  ftill  how  faint  by  precept  is  exprefs'd 
The  living  image  in  the  painter's  breaft ! 
Thence  endlefs  ftreams  of  fair  Ideas  flow. 
Strike  in  the  fketch,  or  in  the  pifture  glow; 
Thence  Beauty,  waking  all  her  forms,  fupplies  45 

An  Angel's  fweetnefs,  or  Bridgewater's  eyes. 

Mufe !  at  that  Name  thy  facred  forrows  flied, 
Thofe  tears  eternal  that  embalm  the  dead ; 
Call  round  her  Tomb  each  objeft  of  defire. 
Each  purer  frame  inform'd  with  purer  fire  :  50 

Bid 
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Bid  her  be  all  that  chears  or  foftens  life^  - 
The  tender  /ifter,  daughter,  friend,  and  vAfc: 
Bid  her  be  all  that  makes  mankind  adore; 
Then  view  this  marble,  and  be  vain  no  more ! 

Yet  ftill  her  charms  in  breathing  paint  engage;     cc 
Her  modeft  cheek  fhall  warm  a  future  age. 
Beauty,  frail  flower  that  every  feafon  fears. 
Blooms  in  thy  colours  for  a  thoufand  years. 
Thus  Churchill's  race  Ihall  other  hearts  furprife. 
And  other  Beauties  envy  Worfley's  eyes ;  60 

Each  pleafing  Blount  {h.ajl  endlefs  fmiles  bellow. 
And  foft  Belinda's  blufh  for  ever  glow. 

Oh,  lading  as  thofe  Colours  may  they  fhine. 
Free  as  thy  flroke,  yet  faultlefs  as  thy  line; 
New  graces  yearly  like  thy  works  difplay,  65. 

Soft  without  weaknefs,  without  glaring  gay ; 
Led  by  fome  ruk;,  that  guides,  but  not  conftrains  ; 
And  finiih'd  more  through  happinefs  than  pains ! 
The  kindred  Arts  (hall  in  their  praife  confpire,  . 
One  dip  the  pencil,  and  one  firing  the  lyre.  70 

Yet  (hould  the  Graces  all  thy  figures  place. 
And  breathe  an  air  divine  on  every  face ; 
Yet  fhould  the  Mufes  bid  my  numbers  roll 
Strong  as  their  charms,  and  gentle  as  their  foul; 
With  Zeuxis'  Helen  thy  Bridgewater  vie,  75 

And  thefe  be  fung  till  Granville's  Myra  die : 
Alas !  how  little  from  the  grave  we  claim ! 
Thou  but  preferv'ft  a  Face,  and  I  a  Name. 
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EPISTLE 

TO    MISS    BLOUNT, 
WITH. THE   WORKS   OF  VOITURE.. 

IN  thefe  gay  thoughts  the  Loves  and  Graces  IhinCj  , 
And  all  the  Writer  lives  in  every  line : 
His  eafy  Art  may  happy  Nature  feem. 
Trifles  themrdves  are  elegant  in  him. 
Sure  to  charm  all  was  his  peculiar  fate,  5.-; 

Who  without  flattery  pleas'd  the  fair  and  great; 
Still  with  efteem  no  lefs  conversed  than  read; 
With  wit  well-natur'd,  and  with  books  well-bred : 
His  heart,  his  miftrefs  and  his  friend  did  fliare  j 
His  time,  the  Mufe,  the  witty  and  the  fair.  IQ» 

Thus  wifely  carelefs,  innocently  gay, 
Chearful  he  play'd  the  trifle.  Life,  av/ay; 
Till  fate  fcarce  felt  his  gentle  breath  fuppreft. 
As  fmiling  Infants  fport  themfelves  to  reft. 
Ev'n  rival  Wits  did  Voiture's  death  deplore,  15 

And  the  gay  mourn'd  who  never  mourn'd  before; 
The  trueft  hearts  for  Voiture  heav'd  with  fighs, 
Voiture  was  wept  by  all  the  brighteft  Eyes : 
The  Smiles  and  Loves  had  died  in  Voiture's  death, 
Eut  that  for  ever  in  his  lines  they  breathe.  20 

Let  the  ftrift  life  of  graver  mortals  be. 
A  long,  exaft,  and  ferious  Comedy ; 
In  every  fcene  fome  Moral  let  it  teach. 
And,  if  it  can,  at  once  both  pieafe  and  preach. 

Let 
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Let  mine,  an  innocent  gay  farce  appear,  25 

And  more  diverting  ftill  than  regular, 

Have  Humour,  Wit,  a  native  Eafe  and  Grace, 

Though  not  too  ftriftly  bound  to  Time  and  Place : 

Critics  in  Wit,  or  Life,  are  hard  to  pleafe ; 

Few  write  to  thofe,  and  none  can  live  to  thefe.  3® 

Too  much  your  Sex  are  by  their  forms  coniin'd. 
Severe  to  all,. but  moll  to  Womankind; 
Cuftom,  grown  blind  witk  Age,  muft  be  your  guide ; 
Your  pleafure  is  a  vice,  but  not  your  pride; 
By  Nature  yielding,  ftubbom  but  for  fame ;  35 

Made  Slaves  by  honour,  and  made  Fools  by  fhame. 
Marriage  may  all  thofe  petty  Tyrants  chace. 
But  fets  up  one,  a  greater  in  their  place : 
Well  might  you  wilh  for  change  by  thofe  accurll. 
But  the  laft  Tyrant  ever  proves  the  worft.  40 

Still  in  conftraint  your  fuiFering  Sex  remains. 
Or  bound  in  formal,  or  in  real  chains : 
Whole  years  neglefted,  for  fome  months  ador'd. 
The  fawning  Servant  turns  a  haughty  Lord. 
Ah,  quit  not  the  free  innocence  of  life,  45 

For  the  dull  glory  of  a  virtuous  Wife ; 
Nor  let  falfe  Shews,  nor  empty  Titles  pleafe : 
Aim  not  at  Joy,  but  reft  content  with  Eafe. 

The  Gods,  to  curfe  Pamela  with  her  prayers. 
Gave  the  gilt  Coach  and  dappled  Flanders  Mares,    50 
The  Ihining  robes,  rich  jewels,  beds  of  ftate. 
And,,  to  complete  her  blifs,  a  Fool  for  Mate. 
She  glares  in  Balls,  front  Boxes,  and  the  Ring, 
A  vain,  unquiet,  glittering,  wretched  Thing ! 

Pride, 
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Pride,  Pomp,  and  State,  but  reach  her  outward  part;  55 
She  fighs,  and  is  no  Duchefs  at  her  heart. 

But,  Madam,  if  the  fates  withftand,  and  you 
Are  deftin'd  Hymen's  willing  Vidim  too; 
Truft  not  too  much  your  now  refiftlefs  charms, 
Thofe,  Age  or  Sicknefs,  foon  or  late  difarms:  6c 

Good-humour  only  teaches  charms  to  laft. 
Still  makes  new  conquefts,  and  maintains  the  part ; 
Love,  rais'd  on  Beauty,  will  like  that  decay. 
Our  hearts  may  bear  its  flender  chain  a  day; 
As  flowery  bands  in  wantonnefs  are  worn,  65 

A  morning's  pleafurc,  and  at  evening  torn ; 
This  binds  in  ties  more  eafy,  yet  more  ftrong. 
The  willing  heart,  and  only  holds  it  long. 

Thus  *  Voiture's  early  care  ftill  (hone  the  fame. 
And  Monthaufier  was  only  chang'd  in  name ;  7* 

By  this,  ev'n  now  they  live,  ev'n  now  they  charm. 
Their  Wit  ftill  fparkling,  and  their  flames  {tillwarm. 

Now  crovvn'd  with  Myrtle,  on  th'  Elyfian  coaft. 
Amid  thofe  Lovers,  joys  his  gentle  Ghcft : 
Pleas'd,  while  with  fmiles  his  happy  lines  you  \aew,  75 
And  finds  a  fairer  Ramboiiillet  in  you. 
The  brighteft  eyes  in  France  infpir'd  his  Mufe; 
The  brighteft  eyes  in  Britain  now  pcrufe; 
And  dead,  as  living,  'tis  our  Author's  pride 
Still  to  charm  thofe  who  charm  the  world  befide.       80 

•  Mademoifclle  Paulet, 
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EPISTLE 

TO    THE     SAME, 
©n  her  leaving  the  Town  after  the^toronation,  1715* 

S  fome  fend  Virgin,  whom  licr  mother's  care 
Drags  from  the  Town  to  wholcfome  Country  air^ 
Juft  when  ftie  learns  to  roll  a  melting  eye. 
And  hear  a  fpark,  yet  think  no  danger  nigh ; 
From  the  dear  man  unwilling  fhe  mafl:  fever,  5 

Yet  takes  one  kifs  before  fhe  parts  for  ever: 
Thus  from  the  world  fair  Zephalinda  flew. 
Saw  others  happy,  and  with  fighs  withdrew ; 
Not  that  their  pleafures  caus'd  her  difcontent. 
She  iigh'd,  not  that  they  ftay'd,  but  that  (he  went.     10 

She  went  to  plain-v/ork,  and  to  purling  brooks, 
Old-fafldon'd  halh,  dull  Aunts,  and  croaking  rooks : 
She  went  from  Opera,  Park,  Affembly,  Play, 
To  morning-waiks,  and  prayers  three  hours  a-day; 
To  part  her  time  'twixt  reading  and  Bohea,  1 5 

To  mufe,  and  fpill  her  folitary  tea ; 
Or  o'er  cold  coffee  trifle  with  the  fpoon. 
Count  the  flow  clock,  and  dine  exafl  at  noon ; 
Divert  her  eyes  with  piflures  in  the  fire. 
Hum  half  a  tune,  tell  ftcries  to  the  'Squire ;  20 

Up  to  her  godly  garret  after  feven, 
Ihere  ftarve  and  pray,  for  that  's  the  way  to  heaven. 

Some  'Squire,  perhaps,  you  take  delight  to  rack? 
Whofe  game  is  Whift,  whofe  treat  a  toail  in  fack : 

Who 


MISCELLANIES. 


3!9 


Wlio  vifits  with  a  gun,  prcfents  you  birds,  2 - 

Then  gives  a  fmacking  bufs,  and  cries, — No  words  1 
Or  with  his  hounds  comes  hallooing  from  the  ftable. 
Makes  love  with  nods,  and  knees  beneath  a  table; 
Whofe  laughs  are  hearty,  though  his  jefts  are  coarfey 
And  loves  you  beft  of  all  things — but  his  hoi-fe.         30 

In  Tome  fair  evening,  on  your  elbow  laid. 
You  dream  of  Triumphs  in  the  rural  fhade; 
In  penfive  thought  recall  the  fancy'd  fcene. 
See  Coron  .tions  rife  on  every  green ; 
Before  y- a  pafs  th'  imaginary  fights  35 

Of  Lords,  and  Earls,  and  Dukes,  and  garter'd  Knights» 
While  the  fpread  fan  o'erfhades  your  clofmg  eyes  j 
Then  give  one  fiirt,  and  all  the  vifion  flies. 
Thus  vanifli  fceptres,  coronets,  and  bails. 
And  leave  you  in  lone  woods,  or  empty  walls !  40 

So  when  your  flave,  at  Ibme  dear  idle  time, 
(Not  plagu'd  with  head-achs,  or  the  want  of  rhyme) 
Stands  in  the  llrects,  abftradled  from  the  crew, 
And  while  he  feems  to  ftudy,  thinks  of  you. 
Juft  when  his  fancy  points  your  fprightly  eyes,         45 
Or  fees  the  bluili  of  fofc  Parthenia  rife. 
Gay  pats  my  flioulder,  and  you  vaniOi  quite. 
Streets,  C'-airs,  and  Coxcombs,  rufli  upon  my  fight; 
Vex'd  to  be  flill  in  town,  I  knit  my  brow. 
Look  four,  and  hum  a  Tune,  as  you  may  now.  50 
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THE 

BASSET-TABLE; 

A  N 

ECLOGUE. 

CARDELIA.     SMILINDA. 

CAR  DEL  I  A. 

THE  Baffet-Table  fpread,  the  Tallier  come; 
Why  ftays  Smilinda  in  the  Dreffing-room  ? 
Rife,  penlive  Nymph;  the  Tallier  waits  for  you. 

SMILINDA. 

Ah,  Madam,  fmce  my  Sharper  is  untrue, 
I  joylefs  make  my  once  ador'd  Alpheu. 
I  faw  him  ftand  behind  Ombrelia's  Chair,  -j 

And  whifper  with  that  foft,  deluding  air,  > 

And  thofe  feign'd  fighs  which  cheat  the  liftening  Fair.  > 

CARDELIA. 

Is  this  the  caufe  of  your  romantic  ftrains .'' 
A  mightier  grief  my  heavy  heart  fuilains.  10 

As  You  by  Love,  fo  I  by  Fortune  crofs'd; 
One,  one  bad  Deal,  Three  Septlevas  have  loll:. 

SMILINDA. 

Is  that  the  grief,  wWch  you  compare  with  mine  ? 
With  eafe,  the  fmiles  of  Fortune  i  refign : 
Would  all  my  gold  in  one  bad  Deal  were  gone,         1 5 
Were  lovely  Sharper  mine,  and  mine  alone. 

CARDELIA. 
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CARDELIA. 

A  lover  loft,  is  but  a  common  care  ; 
And  prudent  Nymphs  againft  that  change  prepare : 
The  Knave  of  Clubs  thrice  loft:  Oh !  who  could  guefs 
This  fatal  ftroke,  this  unforefeen  Diftrefs  ?  20 

SMILINDA. 

See  B^tty  Lovet !  very  a  propos, 
She  all  the  cares  of  Love  and  Play  does  know; 
r>ear  Betty  fhall  th'  important  point  decide; 
Betty,  who  oft  the  pain  of  each  has  try'd : 
Impartial,  fhe  flwll  fay  who  fufFers  raoft,  25 

By  Cards,  lU-Ufage,  or  by  Lovers  loft. 

LOVET. 

Tell,  tellyoui'  griefs;  attentive  will  I  ftay. 
Though  time  is  precious,  and  I  want  fome  Tea. 

CARDELIA. 

Behold  this  Equipage,  by  Mathers  wrought, 
With  Fifty  Guineas  (a  great  Pen'worth)  bought.      30 
See,  on  the  Tooth-picic,  Mars  and  Cupid  ftrive; 
jAnd  both  the  ftruggling  figures  feem  alive. 
Upon  th*^  bottom  fhines  the  Queen's  bright  Face ; 
A  Myrtle  Foliage  round  the  Thimble-cafe ; 
Jove,  Jove  himfelf  does  on  the  Sciffars  fhine;  35 

The  Metal,  arid  the  Workmanlhip,  dirine ! 

SMILINDA. 

This  SnufF-box, — once  the  pledge  of  Sharper's  love. 
When  rival  beauties  for  the  Prefent  ftrove; 
At  Corticelli's  he  the  Raffle  won; 
Then  firft  his  Paflion  v/as  in  public  ftiown :  40 

Hazardia  blufti'd,  and  turn'd  her  head  afidc, 
A  Rival's  envy  (all  in  vain)  to  bide. 

Z3  This 
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This  SuuiF-box, — on  the  Hinge  fee  Brilliants  fainfeS 
This  Snuir-box  will  I  fiake  j  the  Prize  is  mine. 

CARDELIA. 

Alas !  far  leiTer  lolTes  than  I  bear,  ^- 

Have  made  a  Soldier  figh,  a  Lover  Avear. 
And  oh !  what  makes  the  dlfappoiritment  hard, 
'Twas  my  own  Lord  that  drew  the  fatal  Card. 
In  Complaifance,  I  took  the  Queen  he  gave; 
Though  my  own  fecret  widi  was  for  the  Knave.        50 
The  Knave  won  Sonica,  which  I  had  chofcj 
And  the  next  Pull,  my  Septleva  1  lofe. 

S  M  I  L I  N  D  A  . 

Bat  ah!  what  aggravates  the  killing  fmart. 
The  cruel  thought,  that  ilabs  me  to  the  heart ; 
This  curs'd  Ombrelia,  this  undoing  Fair,  55 

By  whofe  vile  arts  this  heavy  grief  I  bear; 
She,  at  whofe  name  I  faed  thefe  fpiteful  tears. 
She  owes  to  me  the  very  charms  Ihe  wears. 
An  aukward  Thing,  when  nrll  Ihe  came  to  Town ; 
Her  Shape  unfafhion'd,  and  her  Face  unknown :        60 
She  was  my  friend ;  I  taught  her  firft  to  fpread 
Upon  her  fallow  cheeks  enlivening  red : 
I  introduc'd  her  to  tha-Park  and  Plays; 
And  by  my  intereft,,  Coaens  made  her  Stays. 
Ungrateful  wretch,  with  mimic  airs  grown  pert,        $5 
She  dares  to  fte;il  ray  Favourite  Lover's  heart !   - 

CARDELJA. 

Wretch  that  Lv/as!  how  often  have  I  fwore. 
When  Winnall  tally'd,  I  would  punt  no  more ! 
I  know  the  Bite,  yet  to  my  Ruin  run ; 
And  fee  the  Felly,  which  I  cannot  fhun.  70 

£MILI^'D.^. 
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S  M  I  L I  N  D  A . 

How  man)'^  Maids  have  Sharper's  vows  deceiv'd! 
How  many  cur^'d  the  moment  they  beiiev'd ! 
Yet  his  knov/n  Falfehoods  could  no  Warning  prove; 
Ah !  what  is  Warning  to  a  Maid  in  Love  ? 

CARDELIA. 

But  of  what  marble  maft  that  breaft  be  form'd,     7^ 
To  gaze  on  BafTet,  and  remain  unwarm'd  ? 
When  Kings,  Queens,  Knaves,  are  fet  in  decent  >anl-: ; 
Expos'd  in  glorious  heaps  the  tempting  Bank, 
Guineas,  Half-guineas,  all  the  fhining  train ; 
The  Winner's  plealure,  and  the  Lofer's  pain :  80 

In  bright  Confufion  open  Rouleaus  lie. 
They  ilrike  the  Soul,  and  glitter  in  the  Eye. 
Fir'd  by  the  fight,  all  reafon  I  difdain; 
My  Paffions  rife,  and  v/ill  not  bear  the  rein. 
Look  upon  BafTet,  you  who  reafon  boaft;  S^ 

And  fee  if  reafon  muft  not  there  be  loll. 

SMILINDA. 

What  more  than  marble  mull  that  heart  compofe. 
Can  hearken  coldly  to  my  Sharper's  Vows  ? 
Then,  when  he  trembles !  v/hen  his  Blufhes  rife ! 
\'S''hen  awful  Love  feems  melting  in  his  Eyes !  90 

\Vith  eager  beats  his  Mechlin  Cravat  moves; 
He  loves, — I  whifper  to  myfelf,  he  loves ! 
Such  unfeign'd  Paffion  in  his  looks  appears, 
I  lofe  my  Memory  of  my  former  Fears ; 
My  panting  heart  confefTes  all  his  charms,  95 

1  yield  at  once,  and  fmk  into  his  arms. 

Z  4  Think 
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Think  of  that  moment,  you  who  Prudence  boaft ; 
For  fuch  a  moment.  Prudence  well  were  loft. 

CARDELIA. 

At  the  Groom-Porter's,  batter'd  Bullies  play. 
Some  Dukes  at  Marybone  bowl  Time  away. 
But  who  the  Bowl,  or  rattling  Dice  compares        •  loo 
To  Baflet's  heavenly  Joys,  and  pleafmg  Cares  ? 

s  M  I  L I  N  D  A  . 

Soft  Simplicetta  doats  upon  a  Beau; 
Prudina  likes. a  Man,  and  laughs  at  Show, 
Their  fev.eral  graces  in  my  Sharper  meet;  105 

Strong  as  the  Footman,  as  the  Matter  fweet. 

LOVET. 

Ceafe  your  contention,  which  has  been  too  long; 
I  grow  impatient,  and  the  Tea  's  too  ftrong. 
Attend,  and  yield  to  what  I  now  decide ; 
The  Equipage  Ihall  grace  SmiUnda's  Side :  i  lo 

The  Snuff-box  to  Cardelia  I  decree ; 
Now  leave  complaining,  and  begin  your. Tea, 


VER 
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■'v:erbatim  from  bo.ileau. 

UN    JOUR,  DIT    UN    AUTEUR,  &C. 

ONCE  (fays  an  Author,  where  I  need  not  fay) 
Two  Travellers  found  an  OyAer  in  their  way; 
Both  fierce,  both  hungry ;  the  .Difpute  grew  ftrong. 
While  Scale  in  hand  Dame  Juftice  pafs'd  along. 
Before  her  each  with  clamour  pleads  the  Laws, 
Explain'd  the. matter,  and  would  win  the  caufe. 
Dame  Juftice  weighing  long  the  doubtful  Right, 
Takes,  opens,  fwallows  it,  before  their  fight. 
The  caufe  of  ftrife  remov'd  io  rarely  well. 
There  take  (fays  Juftice).  take  you  each  a  Shell, 
We  thrive  at  Weflminfter  on  Fools  like  you : 
'Twas  a  fat  Cyfter — Live  in  peace — Adieu. 


ANSWER  to  the  following  Queftion  of 
Mrs.  Howe. 

WHAT  IS  Prudery? 
'Tb  a  Beldam, 
Seen  with  Wit  and  Beauty  feldom. 
'Tis  a  fear  that  ftarts  at  fhadows. 
'Tis  (no,  'tis  n't))  like  Mifs  Meadows. 
'Tis  a  Virgin  hard  of  Feature, 
Old,  and  void  of  all  good-nature; 
Lean  and  fretful ;  would  feem  wife ; 
Yet  plays  the  fool  before  ftie  dies, 
'Tis  an  ugly,  envious  Shrew, 
That  rails  at  dear  Lepell  and  You. 

Occafioned 
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Occaficned  by  fome  Verfes  of  his  Grace  tlic 
Duke  of  Bucking  KAiM. 

MUSE,  'tis  enough:  at  length  thy  labour  ends. 
And  thou  fhak  live,  for  Buckingham  commends. 
Let  Crowds  of  Critics  now  my  verfe  afTail, 
Let  Dennis  write,  and  namelefs  numbers  rail : 
This  more  than  pays  whole  years  of  thanklefs  pain. 
Time,  health,  and  fortune,  are  not  loft  in  vain. 
Sheffield  approves,  confenting  Phoebus  bends. 
And  I  and  Malice  from  this  hour  are  friends. 


A        PROLOGUE 

BY     MR.    POPE, 

To  a  Play  for  Mr.  Dennis's  Benefit,  in  1753,  when  he 
was  old,  blind,  and  in  great  Diftrefs,  a  little  before  his 
Death. 

AS  when  that  Hero,  who  in  each  Campaign 
Had  brav'd  the  Gotli,  and  many  a  Vandal  flain. 
Lay  Fortune-ftruck,  a  fpeftacle  of  Woe  ! 
Wept  by  each  Friend,  forgiv'n  by  every  Foe : 
Was  there  a  generous,  a  reflefting  mind,  ^5 

But  pitied  Belifarius  old  and  bhnd  ? 
Was  there  a  Chief  but  melted  at  the  Sight  ? 
A  common  Soldierj  but  who  clubb'd  his  Mite? 

Such 
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Sach,  fuch  emotions  fhould  in  Britons  rife. 
When  prefs'd  by  want  and  weaknefs  Dennis  lies ;       10 
Dennis,  who  long  had  warr'd  with  modern  Huns, 
Their  Quibbles  routed,  and  defy'd  their  Puns ; 
A  defperate  Bulwark,  fturdy,  firm,  and  fierce, 
Againil  the  Gothic  Sons  of  frozen  verfe : 
How  chang'd  from  him  who  made  the  boxes  groan,  i^ 
And  fhook  the  fiage  with  Thunders  all  his  own ! 
Stood  up  to  dafh  each  vain  Pretender's  hope, 
A'laul  the  French  Tyrant,  or  pull  down  the  Pope  ! 
]  f  there  's  a  Briton  then,  true  bred  and  born. 
Who  holds  Dragoons  and  wooden  fhoes  in  fcorn ;      20 
If  there  's  a  Critic  of  dilHnguifh'd  rage ; 
If  there  's  a  Senior,  who  contemns  this  age; 
..  Let  him  to-night  his  juft  afiillance  lend. 
And  be  the  Critic's,  Briton's,  Old  Man's  Friend. 


PROLOGUE 
TO      SO  P  H  O  N  I  S  B  A, 

Bv  POPE  AND  MALLET*. 

WHEN  Learning,  after  the  long  Gothic  night. 
Fair,  o'er  the  Weftern  world,  renew'd  its  light* 
With  arts  ariiing,  Sophonifba  rofe : 
The  Tragic  Mufe,  returning,  wept  her  woes. 

*  I  have  been  told  by  Savage,  that  of  the  Prologue  to  Sopho- 
niiba  the  firft  part  was  written  by  Pope,  who  could  not  be  per- 
fuaded  to  finifli  it ;  and  that  the  concluding  lines  were  writtea 
by  Mallet.  Dr.  Johnson. 
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With  her  th'  Italian  fcene  firft  learn'd  to  glow ;  ;5 

And  the  firft  tears  for  her  were  taught  to  flow. 
Her  charms  the  Gallic  Mufes  next  infpir'd : 
Corneille  himfelf  law,  w'onder'd,  and  was  fir'd. 

What  foreign  theatres  with  pride  have  ftiown, 
Britain,  by  juller  title,  makes  her  own.  lo 

When  Freedom  is  the  caufe,  'tis  hers  to  fight ; 
And  hers,  when  Freedom  is  the  theme,  to  write. 
For  this  a  Britifh  Author  bids  again 
The  heroine  rife>  to  grace  the  Britifh  fcene. 
Here,  as  in  life,  ftie  breathes  her  .genuine  flame  :      •15 
She  aflcs,  what  bofom  has  not  felt  the  fame  ? 
AfJcs  of  the  Britifli  Youth — Is  filence- there  ? 
She  dares  to  afk  it  of  the  Britifh  Fair. 

To-night,  our  home-fpun  author  would  be  true. 
At  once,  to  nature,  hiftory,  and  you.  -  20 

Well-pleas'd  to  give  our  neighbours  due  applaufe. 
He  owns  their  learning,  but  difdains  their  laws, 
^ot  to  his  patient  touch,  or  happy  flame, 
'Tis  to  his  Britifh  heart  he  trufls  for  fame. 
If  France  excel  him  in  one  free-born  thought,  25 

The  man,  as  well  as  poet,  is  in  fault. 

Nature !  informer  of  the  Poet's  art, 
Whofe  force  alone  can  raife  or  melt  the  heart. 
Thou  art  his  guide ;  each  pafTion,  every  line, 
Whate'er  he  draws  to  pleafe,  muft  all  be  thine.  30 

Be  thou  his  judge :  in  every  candid  breaft. 
Thy  filent  whifper  is  the  facred  teft. 


MACER 
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M     A     C     E     R: 

A      CHARACTER- 

WHEN  fimple  Macer,  now  of  high  renown, 
Firft  fought  a  Poet's  Fortune  in  the  Town^ 
'Twas  all  th'  Ambition  his  high  foul  could  feel. 
To  wear  red  ftockings,  and  to  dine  with  Steel. 
Some  Ends  of  verfe  his  Betters  might  afford  j  5  • 

And  gave  the  harmlefs  fellow  a  good  word. 
Set  up  with  thefe,  he  ventar'd  on  the  Town, 
And  with  a  borrow'd  Play  out-did  poor  Crown. 
There  he  ftopp'd  fhort,  nor  fmce  has  writ  a  tittle. 
But  has  the  Wit  to  make  the  mod  of  little:  30 

Like  ftunted  hide-bound  Trees,  that  juft  have  got 
Sufficient  fap  at  once  to  bear  and  rot. 
Now  he  begs  Verfe,  and  what  he  gets  commends. 
Not  of  the  Wits  his  foes,  but  Fools  his  friends. 

So  fome  coarfe  Country  Wench,  almoll  decay'd,  1 5 
Trudges  to  town,  and  firft  turns  Chambermaid; 
Awkward  and  fupple,  each  devoir  to  pay. 
She  flatters  her  good  Lady  twice  a-day; 
Thought  wondrous  honeft,  though  of  mean  degree. 
And  ftrangely  lik'd  for  her  Simplicity :  20 

In  a  tranflated  Suit,  then  tries  the  Town, 
With  borrow'd  Pins,  and  Patches  not  her  own: 
But  juft  endur'd  the  Winter  {he  began. 
And  in  four  Months  a  batter 'd  Harridan. 
Now  nothing  left,  but  wither'd,  pale,  and  fhrunk,     25 
To  bawd  for  others,  and  go  Ihares  with  Punk. 

To 
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To    Mr.    JOHN     MOORE, 

Author,   of  the  celebrated  Worm-Powder, 

TTOW  much,  egregious  Moore,  are  we 
X  A.  Dcceiv'd  by  Hievvs  and  forms  i 
Whate'er  we  think,  v/hate'er  we  fee. 
All  Humankind  are  Worms. 

Man  is  a  very  Worm  by  birch, 

\"ile,  reptile,  weak,  and  vain ! 
A  while  he  crawls  upon  the  earth. 

Then  fhrinks  to  earth  again. 

That  Woman  is  a  Worm,  we  find 

E'er  fmce  our  Grandam.e's  evil ; 
She  firft  convers'd  with  her  own  kind. 

That  ancient  W"orm,  the  Devil. 

The  learn'd  themfelves  we  Book-worms  name. 

The  Blockhead  is  a  Slow-worm ; 
The  Nymph  v^hofe  tail  is  all  on  flame. 

Is  aptly  term'd  a  Glow-worm  : 

The  Fops  arc  painted  Butterflies, 

That  flutter  for  a  day ; 
Firft  from  a  Worm  they  take  their  rife. 

And  in  a  Worm  decay. 

The  Flatterer  an  Earwig  grows ; 

Thus  Worms  fuit  all  conditions; 
Mifers  are  Muck-worms,  Silk-worms  Beaus, 

And  Death-watches  Phyficians. 


That 
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That  Statefmen  have  the  Worm,  is  feen 

By  all  their  winding  play ; 
Their  Confcience  is  a  Worm  within. 

That  gnaws  them  night  and  day. 

Ah  Moore !  thy  Ikill  were  well  employ'dj 

And  greater  gain  would  rife. 
If  thou  couldfl:  make  the  Courtier  void 

The  Worm  tha.t  never  dies  ! 

O  learned  Friend  of  Abchurch-lane, 

Who  fett'ft  our  entrails  free ; 
Vain  is  thy  Art,  thy  Powder  vain. 

Since  Worms  fhall  eat  ev'n  thee. 

Our  Fate  thou  only  canft  adjourn 

Some  few  fhort  years,  no  more  ! 
Ev'n  Button's  Wits  to  Worms  fhall  turn> 

Who  Maggots  were  before. 


SONG 
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SONG,    by   a   Perfon   of  Quality. 

Written  in  the  Year  1733. 

I. 

FLUTTERING  fpread  thy  purple  Pinions, 
Gentle  Cupid,  o'er  my  Heart; 
I  a  Slave  in  thy  Dominions  ; 
Nature  mull  give  way  to  Art. . 
11. 
Mild  Arcadians,  ever  blooming. 

Nightly  nodding  o'er  your  Flocks^ 
See  my  weary  Days  confuming. 
All  beneath  yon  flowery  Rocks. 

III. 
Thus  the  Cyprian  Goddefs  weeping, 

Mourn'd  Adonis,  darling  Youth; 
Him  the  Boar,  in  Silence  creeping, 
Gor'd  with  unrelenting  Tooth. 
IV. 
Cynthia,  tune  harmonious  Numbers; 

Fair  Difcretion,  ftring  the  Lyre ; 
Sooth  my  ever-waking  Slumbers : 
Bright  Apollo,  lend  thy  Choir. 
V. 
Gloomy  Pluto,  King  of  Terrors, 
Arm'd  in  adamantine  Chains, 
Lead  me  to  the  Cryftal  Mirrors, 
Watering  ioft  Elyfxan  Plains. 

VI> 
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VI. 

Mournful  Cyprefs,  verdant  Willow, 

Gilding  my  Aurelia's  Brows, 
Morpheus  hovering  o'er  my  Pillow, 

Hear  me  pay  my  dying  vows. 
Vlf. 
Melancholy  fmooth  Mjeander, 

Swiftly  purling  in  a  Round, 
On  thy  Margin  Lovers  wander. 

With  thy  flowery  Chaplets  crown'd. 
VIIL 
Thus  when  Philomela  drooping. 

Softly  feeks  her  filent  Mate, 
See  the  Bird  of  Juno  ftooping; 

Melody  refigns  to  Fate. 


ON  A  CERTAIN  LADY  AT  COURT. 

I  Know  the  thing  that's  moft  uncommon; 
(Envy  be  filent,  and  attend  !) 
I  know  a  reafonable  Woman, 

Handfofne  and  witty,  yet  a  Friend. 
Not  warp'd  by  Paffion,  aw'd  by  Rumour; 

Not  grave  through  Pride,  nor  gay  through  Folly; 
An  equal  Mixture  of  Good-humour, 

And  fenfible  foft  Melancholy. 
"  Has  fhe  no  faults  then,  (Envy  fays)  Sir?" 

Yes,  flie  has  one,  I  muft  aver: 
When  all  the  World  conlpircs  to  praife  her. 

The  Woman  's  deaf,  and  does  not  hear. 

Vol.  XL VI.  A  a  On 
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On  his  GROTTO  at  Twickenham, 

COMPOSED    or 
Marble,  Spars,  Gems,  Ores,  and  Minerals. 

THOU  who  (halt  flop,  where  Thames'  tranflucent 
wave 
Shines  a  broad  Mirrour  through  the  {hadowy  Cave ; 
Where  lingering  drops  from  mineral  Roofs  diilil. 
And  pointed  Cryflals  break  the  fparkling  Rill, 
UnpoHih'd  Gems  no  Ray  on  Pride  bellow,  5 

And  latent  Metals  innocently  glow ; 
Approach.     Great  Nature  ftudioufly  behold ! 
And  eye  the  Mine  without  a  vvifh  for  Gold. 
Approach :  but  awful !  Lo  !  th'  ^gerian  Grott, 
Where,  nobly  peniive,  St.  John  fat  and  thought;    10 
Where  Britifh  fighs  from  dying  Wyndham  ftole. 
And  the  bright  flame  was  (hot  through  March  mont's 

Soul. 
Let  fuch,  fuch  only,  tread  this  facred  Floor, 
Who  dare  to  love  their  Country,  and  be  poor. 


*ro 
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To  Mrs.  M.  B.  on  her  Birth-Day. 

OH,  be  thou  blefl  with  all  that  Heaven  can  fend. 
Long  Health,  long  Youth,  long  Pleafure,  and  5 
Friend ! 
Not  with  thofe  Toys  the  feniale  world  admire. 
Riches  that  vex,  and  Vanities  that  tire. 
With  added  years,  if  Life  bring  nothing  new,  5 

Bat  like  a  Sieve  let  every  blefiing  through. 
Some  joy  ftlU  loft,  as  each  vain  year  runs  o'er. 
And  all  we  gain,  fome  fad  Reflection  more; 
Is  that  a  Birth-Day  ?  'tis  alas !  too  cLar, 
'Tis  but  the  Funeral  of  the  former  year.  10 

Let  Joy  or  Eafe,  let  AfHuence  or  Content, 
And  the  gay  Confcience  of  a  life  well  fpent. 
Calm  every  thought,  infpirit  every  grace. 
Glow  in  thy  heart,  and  fmile  upon  thy  face. 
Let  day  improve  on  day,  and  year  on  year.  15 

Without  a  Pain,  a  Trouble,  or  a  Fear; 
Till  Death  unfelt  that  tender  frame  dellroy. 
In  fome  foft  dream,  or  Ecftafy  of  joy. 
Peaceful  fleep  out  the  Sabbath  of  the  Tomb,  20 

And  wake  to  Raptures  in  a  Life  to  come. 

Variation. 
Ver.  15.   Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 

And  oh,  fince  Death  muft  that  fair  frama  deftroy, 
Die,  by  fome  fudden  Ecftafy  of  Joy  ; 
]n  feme  foft  dream  may  thy  mild  foul  remove, 
And  be  thy  laleft  gafp  a  Sigh  of  Love. 

A  a  2  To 


35«  POPE'S    POEMS. 

To    Mr.     THOMAS     SOUTHERN, 
On  his  Birth-Day,   1742. 

RE  SIGN' D  to  live,  prepar'd  to  die. 
With  not  one  fin,  but  poetry, 
This  day  Tom's  fair  Account  has  run 
(Without  a  blot)  to  eighty-one. 

Kind  Boyle,  before  his  poet,  lays  5 

A  table,  with  a  cloth  of  bays; 
And  Ireland,  mother  of  fvveet  fingers, 
Prefents  h  -r  harp  ftill  to  his  fingers. 
The  feaft,  his  towering  genius  marks 
In  yonder  wild-goofe  and  the  larks !  10 

The  mullirooms  fhew  his  wit  was  fudden! 
And  for  his  judgment,  lo  a  pudden  ! 
Roaft  beef,  though  eld,  proclaims  him  ftout. 
And  grace,  although  a  bard,  devout. 
May  Tom,  whom  Heaven  fent  down  to  raife  15 

The  price  .f  prologues  and  of  plays. 
Be  every  birth-day  more  a  winner, 
Digeft  his  thirty- thoufandth  dinner; 
Walk  to  his  grave  without  reproach, 
And  fcorn  a  rafcal  and  a  coach. 


To 
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To  Lady  MARY  WORTLEY  MONTAGUE^ 


I 


I. 

"N  beauty,  or  wit. 
No  mortal  as  yet 
To  queftion  your  empire  has  dar'd ; 
But  men  of  difcerning 
Have  thought  that  in  learning. 
To  yield  to  a  lady  was  hard. 

IL 

Impertinent  fchools. 

With  mufty  dull  rules. 
Have  reading  to  females  deny'd : 

So  papifts  refufe 

The  Bible  to  ufe. 
Left  flocks  fhould  be  wife  as  their  guide. 

IIL 
'Twas  a  woman  at  firft, 
(Indeed  flie  was  curJl:) 
In  knowledge  that  tafted  delight. 


*  This  panegyric  on  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montague  might 
have  been  fupprefl'ed  by  Mr.  Fope,  on  account  of  her  having  fa- 
tirized  him  in  her  verfes  to  the  imitator  of  Horace;  which  abufe 
he  returned  in  the  firft  Satire  of  the  fecond  book  of  Horace. 

♦'  From  furious  Sappho,  fcarcc  a  milder  fate, 

*'  P— 'd  by  her  love,  or  libel'd  by  her  hate."  S. 

A  a  3  And 
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And  fages  agree 
The  laws  fhould  decree 
To  the  firft  of  pofleffors  the  right. 

IV. 

Then  bravely,  fair  dame, 

Refume  the  old  claim, 
Which  to  your  whole  fex  does  belong;. 

And  let  men  recei'v'^e. 

From  a  fecond  bright  Eve, 
The  knowledge  of  right,  and  of  wrong. 

V. 
But  if  the  firft  Eve 
Hard  doom  did  receive. 

When  only  one  apple  had  fhe. 
What  a  punifhment  new 
Shall  be  found  out  for  you, 

Who  tafliue,  have  robb'd  the  whole  tree  ? 


The 


MIS  C  E  L  L  A  N  I  E  S. 


3SS 


The  Fourth  Epistle  of  the  First  Book  of 
HORACE'S    Epistles*. 


A   MODliRN    IMITATION. 


SAY f ,  St.  John,  who  alone  perufe 
With  candid  eye,  the  mimic  Mufe, 
What  fchemes  of  politics,  or  laws. 
In  Gallic  lands  the  patriot  draws ! 
Is  then  a  greater  work  in  hand. 
Than  all  ilie  tomes  of  Haines's  band  ? 
"  Or  Ihoots  he  folly  as  it  flies  ? 
"  Or  catches  manners  as  they  rife  ?  J 
Or,  urg'd  by  imquench'd  native  heat, 
§  Does  St.  John  Greenwich  fports  repeat  ? 
Where  (emulous  of  Chartres'  fame) 
Ev'n  Chartres'  felf  is  fcarce  a  name. 


*  This  fatire  on  Lord  Bol'ngbroke,  aad  the  praife  beftowed  on  ■ 
him  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Richardfon,  where  Mr.  Pope  fays, 
"  The  fons  (hall  blufli  their  fathers  were  his  foes;" 
being  fo  contradidory,  probably  occafioned  the  former  to  be  fap- 
prefled.     S. 

Ad  Albium  Tibullum. 
f   A!bi,  noftrorum  fermonum  canciide  judex. 
Quid  nunc  te  dicam  facere  in  regione  Pedana  ? 
Scribere,  quod  Cafli  Parmenfis  opafcula  vincat  ? 

J  The  lines  here  quoted  occur  in  the  '<  Effay  on  Man." 
§  An  tacitam  lilvas  inter  reptare  falubres  ? 

Aa  4  To 


__ 
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*  To  you  (th'  all-envy'd  gift  of  Heaven) 
Th'  indulgent  gods,  unafk'd,  ha/e  given 
A  form  complete  in  every  part. 
And,  to  enjoy  that  gift,  the  art. 

f  What  could  a  tender  mother's  care 
Wifh  better,  to  her  favourite  heir. 
Than  wit,  and  fame,  and  lucky  hours, 
A  ilock  of  health,  and  golden  Ihowers, 
And  graceful  fluency  of  fpeech. 
Precepts  before  unknown  to  teach  ? 

I  Amidft  thy  various  ebbs  of  fear. 
And  gleaming  hope,  and  black  defpair  j 
Yet  let  thy  friend  this  truth  impart; 
A  truth  I  tell  with  bleeding  heart, 
(In  jufuce  for  your  labours  paft) 
^  That  every  day  Ihall  be  your  laft; 
That  every  hour  you  life  renew 
Is  to  your  injur'd  country  due. 

In  fpight  of  fears,  of  mercy  fpight. 
My  genius  ftill  muft  rail,  and  write. 


Di  tibi  formam 


Di  tibi  divltias  dederant,  artemque  fruendi. 

•f-  Quid  voveat  dulci  nutricula  majus  alumno, 
Quam  fapere,  et  f^ri  poffet  qi)«  fentiac,  etcui 
Gratia,  fani:i,  valetudo  contingat  abunde, 
■  non  deficiente  crumena  ? 

J  Inter  fpem,  curamque,  timores  inter  et  iras. 

§  Omnem  crede  diem  tibi  diluxiffe  fupremum. 
Me  pinguem,  et  nitidum  bene  curata  cute  vifes, 
Cum  ridere  voles  Epicuii  de  grege  porcum. 


Hafte 
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Halle  to  thy  Twickenham's  fafe  retreat. 

And  mingle  with  the  grumbling  great : 

There,  half  devour'd  by  fpleen,  you  '11  find  5.^ 

The  rhyming  bubbler  of  mankind; 

There  (objedts  of  our  mutual  hate) 

We  '11  ridicule  both  church  and  Itate- 


EPIGRAM 
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EPIGRAM    ON     MRS.    TOFTS. 

t^    HANDSOME   WOMAN   WITH     A    FINE  VOICE,    BUT 
VERY    COVETOUS    AND    PROUD*. 

SO  bright  is  thy  beauty,  fo  charming  thy  fong. 
As  had  crawn  both  the  beafts  and  their  Orpheus 
along ; 
But  fuch  is  thy  avarice,  and  fuch  is  thy  pride. 
That  the  bcails  muft  have  ftarv'd,  and  the  poet  have  died. 


EPIGRAM 

On  one   who   made   Long    Epitaphs  f- 

FREFND,  for  your  Epitaphs  I  'm  griev'd. 
Where  ftinfo  much  is  faid; 
One  half  will  never  be  believ'd. 
The  other  never  read. 


*  This  epigram,  firft  printed  anonymou/ly  In  Steele's  Collec- 
tron,  and  copied  in  the  Mifcellanies  of  Swift  and  Pope,  is 
fcribed  to  Pope  by  Sir  John  Hawkins  in  his  Hiftory  of  Mufic— 
Mrs.  Tofts,  who  was  the  daughter  of  a  perfon  in  the  family  of 
Bifhop  Burnet,  is  celebrated  as  a  finger  little  inferior,  either  for 
her  voice  or  manner,  to  the  beft  Italian  women.  She  lived  at 
the  introdi;ilion  of  the  opera  into  this  kingdom,  and  fung  in 
company  with  Nicolini  j  but,  being  ignorant  of  Italian,  chanted 
her  recitative  in  EngliiTi,  in  anfwer  to  his  Italian  ;  yet  the  charms 
of  their  voices  overcame  the  abfurJity. 

■f  It  is  not  generally  known  that  the  perfin  here  meant  was 
Dr.  Robert  Freind,  Head  Mafter  of  Weftminiler  School 

I  TO 


MISCELLANIES*  jSj 

TO   SIR   GODFREY    KNELLER, 

©N     HIS    PAINTING    FOR     ME    THE     STATUES   Ot 
APOLLO,  VENUS,   AND    HERCULES. 

WHAT  God,  what  Genius  did  the  pencil  move 
When  Kneller  painted  thtfe? 
*Twas  Friendfhip — warm  as  Phoebus,  kind  as  Lovej. 
And  ftrong  as  Hercules. 


A    FAREWELL    TO    LONDON 

IN     THE    YEAR     I7I5. 

DEAR,  damn'd,  difl:ra(fling>  town,  farewell  1 
Thy  fools  no  more  I  '11  teaze : 
This  year  in  peace,  ye  critics,  dwell. 
Ye  harlots,  fleep  at  eafe  1 

Soft  B and  rough  C ,  adieu  ! 

Earl  Warwick  make  your  moan. 
The  lively  H k  and  you 

May  knock  up  whores  alone. 

To  drink  and  droll  be  Rowe  allow'd. 

Till  the  third  watchman  toll ; 
Let  Jervais  gratis  paint,  and  Frowde 

Save  three-pence  and  his  foul. 

Farewell  Arbuthnot's  raillery 

On  every  learned  fot; 
And  Garth,  the  beft  good  chrifHan  he. 

Although  he  knows  it  not. 

Lintot, 
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Lititot,  farewell!   thy  bard  muft  go; 

Farewell,  unhappy  Tonfon ! 
Heaven  gives  thee,  for  thy  lofs  of  Rowe, 

Lean  Philips,  and  fat  Johnfon. 

Vv^hy  fhould  I  ftay?  Both  parties  rage; 

My  vbcen  miftrefs  fqualls ; 
The  wits  in  envious  feuds  engage; 

'And Homer  (damn  him!)  calls. 

The  love  of  arts  lies  cold  and  dead 

In  Halifax's  urn ; 
And  not  one  Mufe  of  all  he  fed. 

Has  yet  the  grace  to  mourn. 

My  friends,  by  turns,  my  friends  confound,. 

Betray,  and  are  betray'd  : 
Poor  Y  -  -  r's  fold  for  fifty  pound. 

And  B 11  is  a  jade. 

Why  make  I  friendfhips  with  the  great. 

When  I  no  favour  feek  ? 
Or  follow  girls  feven  hours  in  eight  ?— 

I  need  but  once  a  week. 

Still  idle,  with  a  bufy  air. 

Deep  whimfies  to  contrive  ; 
The  gayeft  valetudinaire. 

Moil  thinking  rake  alive. 

Solicitous  for  others  ends. 

Though  fond  of  dear  repofe ; 
Carelefs  or  drowfy  with  my  friends. 

And  frolick  with  my  foes. 

Luxurious 
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Luxurious  lobfter-nights,  farewell. 

For  fober,  ftudious  days ! 
And  Burlington's  delicious  meal. 

For  fallads,  tarts,  and  peafel 

Adieu  to  all  but  Gay  alone, 

Whofe  foul,  fincere  and  free. 
Loves  all  mankind,  but  flatters  none. 

And  fo  may  ftarve  with  me. 


A        DIALOGUE. 

Pope.       ^  INC  E  my  old  friend  is  grown  fo  grear 
|J3    As  to  be  minifter  of  ftate, 
I  'm  told  (but  'tis  not  true  I  hope) 
That  Craggs  will  be  alham'd  of  Pope. 

Craggs.      Alas!  if  I  am  fuch  a  creature. 

To  grow  the  worfe  for  growing  greater; 
Why  faith,  in  fpite  of  all  my  brags, 
'Tis  Pope  muft  be  alham'd  of  Craggs. 


EPIGRAM. 

Engraved  on  the  Collar  of  a  Dog,  which  I  gave  to  his 
Royal  Highnefs. 

AM  his  Highnefs'  dog  at  Kew ; 
Pray  tell  me,  Sir,  whofe  dog  are  you  ? 

EPIGRAM 


I 
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EPIGRAM. 
Occafioned   by  an  Invitation  to  Court. 

IN  the  lines  that  you  fent,  are  the  Mufes  and  Graces; 
You  've  the  Nine  in  your  wit,  and  the  Three  in  your 
faces. 


ON      AN      OLD      GATE 

ERECTED      IN     CHISWICK     GARDENS. 


o 


Gate,  how  cara'Il  thou  here  ? 
Gate.  I  was  brought  from  Chelfea  laft  year. 
Bartered  with  wind  and  weather. 
Inigo  Jones  put  me  together. 
Sir  Hans  Sloane 
Let  me  alone : 
Burlington  brought  me  hither. 
1742. 


A      FRAGMENT. 

WHAT  are  the  falling  rills,  the  pendant  fhades. 
The  morning  bowers,  the  evening  colonnades. 
But  fofc  recefTes  for  th'  uneafy  mind 
To  figh  unheard  in,  to  the  paffing  w4nd  ! 
So  the  ftruck  deer,  in  fome  fequeiler'd  part. 
Lies  down  to  die  (the  arrow  in  his  heart) ; 
There  hid  in  fhades,  and  wafting  day  by  day> 
Inly  he  bleeds,  and  pants  his  foul  away. 

VERSES 
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VERSES  left  by  Mr.  Pope,  on  his  lying  in  the  fame 
Bed  which  Wi  l  mot  the  celebrated  Earl  of  Rochefter 
flept  in,  at  Adderbury,  then  belonging  to  the  Duke 
of  Argyle,  July  ptli,  1739. 

WITH  no  poetic  ardour  fir'd 
I  prefs  the  bed  where  Wilmot  lay; 
That  here  he  lov'd,  or  here  expir'J, 
Begets  no  numbers  grave,  or  gay. 

But  in  thy  roof,  Argyle,  are  bred 

Such  thoughts  as  prompt  the  brave  to  lie 

Stretch'd  out  in  honour's  nobler  bed. 
Beneath  a  nobler  roof — the  Iky. 

Such  flames  as  high  in  patriots  burn. 

Yet  floop  to  blefs  a  child  or  wife ; 
And  fuch  as  wicked  kings  may  mourn. 

When  freedom  is  more  dear  than  life. 


VERSES 
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VERSES        TO       MR.      C. 

ST.      JAMES'S      PLACE. 
LONDON,    OCTOBER    22. 

FEW  words  are  beft ;  I  wifli  you  well ; 
Bethel,  I  'm  told,  will  foon  be  here: 
Some  morning-walks  along  the  Mall, 

And  evening  friends,  will  end  the  year. 

If,  in  this  interval,  between 

The  falling  leaf  and  coming  froft. 

You  pleafe  to  fee,  on  Twit'nam  green. 

Your  friend,  your  poet,  and  your  holl; 

For  three  whole  days  you  here  may  reft. 
From  office,  bufinefs,  news,  and  ftrife ; 

And  (what  moft  folks  would  think  a  jeft) 
Want  nothing  elfe,  except  your  wife. 
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Kls  faltem  accumulem  donis,  et  fungar  inani 
Muncrel"  Virg. 


On    CHARLES    Earl    of   DORSET, 
In  the  Church  of  Withyam  in  SufTcx. 

DORSET,  the  Grace  of  Courts,  the  Mufes'  Pride, 
Patron  of  Arts,  and  judge  of  Nature,  dy'd. 
The  fcourge  of  Pride,  though  fanftified  or  great. 
Of  Fops  in  Learning,  and  of  Knaves  in  State : 
Yet  foft  his  Nature,  though  fcvere  his  Lay, 
His  Anger  moral,  and  his  Wifdom  gay. 
Blefl  Satirift !  who  tonch'd  the  Mean  fo  true. 
As  (how'd.  Vice  had  his  hate  and  pity  too. 
Blefl:  Courtier  1  who  could  King  and  Country  pleafe. 
Vet  facred  keep  his  Friendlhips,  and  his  eafe. 
Blefl:  Peer !  his  great  Forefathers  every  grace 
Reflefiing,  and  reflefted  in  his  Race; 
Where  other  Buckhursts,  other  Dorsets  lliinc. 
And  Patrons  ftill,  or  Poets,  deck  the  Line. 
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ir. 

On  Sir  WILLIAM    TRUMBAL, 

One  of  the  principal  Secretaries  of  State  to  King 
William  IIL.  who,  having  refigned  his  place, 
died  in  his  Retirement  at  Eallhamlled  in  Berk- 
fhire,   1716. 

APJeaftng  Form;  a  firm,  yet  cautious  Mind; 
Sincere,  though  prudent;  conllant,  yetreugn'd; 
Honour  unchang'd,  a  Principle  profeit, 
Fix'd  to  one  fide,  but  moderate  to  the  reft: 
An  honeft  Courtier,  yet  a  Patriot  too ; 
Juft  to  his  Prince,  and  to  his  Country  true : 
Fill'd  with  the  Senfe  of  Age,  the  Fire  of  Youth, 
A  Scorn  of  Wrangling,  yet  a  Zeal  for  Truth; 
A  generous  Faith,  from  Superftition  free: 
A  love  to  Peace,  and  hate  of  Tyranny  ; 
Such  this  Man  was :  who  now,  from  Earth  remov'd. 
At  length  enjoys  that  Liberty  he  lov'd. 


III.  On 
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III. 
On  the  Hon.  SIMON  HARCOURT, 

Only  Son  of  the  Lord  Chancellor  Ha  r  court,  at  the 
Church  of  Stanton-Harcourt  in  Oxfordfhire,  1720. 

TO  this  fad  fhrine,  whoe'er  thou  art !  draw  near. 
Here  lies  the  Friend  moft  lov'd,  the  Son  moft  dear ; 
Who  ne'er  knew  Joy,  but  Friendftiip  might  divide. 
Or  gave  his  Father  Grief  but  when  he  dy'd. 

How  vain  is  Reafon,  Eloquence  how  weak  ! 
If  Pope  rauft  tell  what  Harcourt  cannot  fpcak. 
Oh  let  thy  once-lov'd  Friend  infcribe  thy  Stone, 
And,  with  a  Father's  forrows,  mix  his  own  1 


IV. 
On    JAMES    C  R  A  G  G  S,    Efq. 

s  In  Weftminller-Abbey. 

JACOBUS     CRAGGS, 

REGI    MAGNi^BRITANNIiE   A   SECRETIS 

ET    CONSILIIS    SANCTIORIEUS, 

PRINCIPISPARITERACPOPULIAMORETDELICI/F., 

VIXIT   TITULIS    ET   INVIDIA    MAJOR 

ANNOS,   HEU    PAUCOS,  XXXV. 

OB.   FEB.  XVI.   MDCCXX. 

Statefman,  yet  Friend  to  Truth!  of  Soul  fmcere. 
In  Aftion  faithful,  and  in  Honour  clear  1 
Who  broke  no  Promife,  ferv'd  no  private  End, 
Who  gain'd  no  Title,  and  who  loft  no  Friend, 

B  b  2  En- 
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Ennobled  by  Himfelf,  by  all  approv'd, 

Prais'd,  wept,  and  honour'd,  by  the  Mufe  he  lov'd. 

a— as— I 

V. 

Intended  for    Mr.  R  O  W  E, 
In  Weftminfter-Abbey. 

THY  reliques,  Rowe,  to  this  fair  Urn  we  trull, 
And  facred,  place  by  Dryden's  awful  dull : 
Beneath  a  rude  and  namdefs  ftone  he  lies. 
To  which  thy  Tomb  fnall  guide  inquiring  eyes. 
Peace  to  thy  gentle  fliade,  and  endlefs  reft!  5 

Bleft  in  thy  Genius,  in  thy  Love  too  bleft! 
One  grateful  woman  to  thy  fame  fupplies 
What  a  whole  thanklefs  land  to  his  denies. 

Variation. 
It  is  as  follows  on  tUe  Monument  in   the  Abbey  erefted  to 
Rows  and  his  Daughter. 

Thy  Reliques,  RowE  !   to  this  fad  /hrine  we  truft, 

And  near  thy  Shakefpeare  place  thy  honour'd  buft> 

Oh,  next  him,  /kill'd  to  draw  the  tender  tear. 

For  never  heart  f;it  paflion  more  fmcerej 

To  nobler  fentiment  to  fire  the  brave, 

For  never  Briton  more  difdain'd  a  Have. 

Peace  to  thy  gentle  fhade,  and  endlefs  reft; 

Bleft  in  thy  genius,  in  thy  love  too  bleft  ! 

And  bleft,  that,  timely  from  our  fcene  rcmov'd. 

Thy  foul  enjjys  the  liberty  ir  lov'd. 

To  thefe  fo  mourn'd  in  death,  fo  lov'd  in  life  j 

The  childlefs  parent  and  the  widow'd  wife. 

With  tears  infcribes  this  monumental  ftone. 

That  holds  their  aflies  and  expefls  her  own. 

vr.  On 
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VI. 
On    Mrs.    CORBET, 
Who  died  of  a  Cancer  in  her  Breafl. 

HERE  re(ts  a  Woman,  good  without  pretence, 
BleH;  with  plain  Reafon,  and  with  fober  Senfe: 
No  Conquefts  fhe,  but  o'er  herfelf,  defir'd. 
No  Arts  effay'd,  but  not  to  be  admir'd. 
Paffion  and  Pride  were  to  her  Soul  unknown. 
Convinced  that  Virtue  only  is  our  own. 
So  unaft'eded,  fo  compos'd  a  mind; 
So  firm,  yet  foft ;  fo  ftrong,  yet  fo  refin'd; 
Heaven,  as  its  pureft  gold,  by  Tortures  try'd; 
The  Saint  faftain'd  it,  but  the  Woman  dy'd. 

VI L 

On  the  Monument  of  the  Honourable  RoeertDigbv, 
and  of  his  Siitcr  Mary,  eredled  by  their  Fatht'r  the 
Lord  Digby,  in  the  Church  of  Sherborne,  in  Dor- 
fct.hire,  1727. 

GO  I  fair  Example  of  untainted  youth. 
Of  modeft  wifdom,  and  pacific  truth; 
Compos'd  in  fufferings,  and  in  joy  fedate. 
Good  without  noife,  without  pretenfion  great. 
Jufl:  of  thy  word,  in  every  thought  fincere. 
Who  knew  no  wi(h  but  what  the  world  might  hear: 
Of  fofteft  manners,  unaiFedled  mind. 
Lover  of  peace,  and  friend  of  human  kind  : 

B  b  3  Go, 
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Go,  live !  for  Heaven's  eternal  year  is  thine, 
fjo,  and  exalt  thy  Moral  to  Divine. 

And  thou,  bleft  Maid!  attendant  on  his  doom, 
Penfive  haft  foUow'd  to  the  filent  tomb, 
Steer'd  the  fame  coarfe  to  the  fame  quiet  fhore. 
Not  parted  long,  and  now  to  part  no  more  ! 
Go  then,  where  only  blifs  fmcere  is  known ! 
Go,  where  to  love  and  to  enjoy  are  one  ! 

Yet  take  thefe  Tears,  Mortality's  relief. 
And  tiU  we  fhare  your  joys,  forgive  our  grief: 
Thefe  little  rites,  a  Stone,  a  Verfe  receive; 
*Tis  all  a  Father,  all  a  Friend  can  give ! 


VHI. 

On     Sir    GODFREY     KNELL  ER, 

In  Weftminfter- Abbey,  1723. 

KNELLER,  by  Heaven,  and  not  a  Mafter  taught, 
Whofe   Art   was   Nature,    and   whofe   Pidures 
Thought ; 
Now  for  two  ages  having  fnatch'd  from  Fate 
Whate'er  was  beauteous,  or  whate'er  was  great. 
Lies  crown'd  with  Princes  honours.  Poets  lays, 
.Due  to  his  Merit,  and  brave  Thirft  of  praife. 

Living,  great  Nature  fear'd  he  might  outvie 
Her  works;  and,  dying,  fears  herfelf  may  die. 
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On    General     HENRY    WITHERS, 

In  Weftminfuer- Abbey,  1729. 

HERE, Wi T H E Rs,refi; !  thou braveft,  gentleft  mind, 
I'hy  Country's  friend,  but  more  of  human-kind. 
Oh  born  to  Arms !   O  Worth  in  Youth  approv'd ! 
O  foft  Humanity,  in  Age  bclov'd ! 
For  thee,  the  hardy  Veteran  drops  a  tear. 
And  the  gay  Courtier  feels  the  figh  fmcere. 

Wit H E  lis,  adieu !  yet  not  with  thee  remove 
Thy  Martial  fpirit,  or  thy  Social  love  I 
Amidft  Corruption,  Luxury,  and  Rage, 
Still  leave  fome  ancient  Virtues  to  our  age : 
Nor  let  us  fay  (thofe  Englilli  glories  gone) 
The  laft  true  Briton  lies  beneath  this  ilone. 


X. 

On     Mr.     ELIJAH     F  E  N  T  O  N, 
At  Eafthamfted,  in  Berks,    1730. 

TFIIS  m.odeft  Stone,  what  few  vain  Marbles  can. 
May  truly  fay.  Here  lies  an  honeft  Man: 
A  Poet,  bleft  beyond  the  Poet's  fate. 
Whom  Heaven  kept  facred  from  the  Proud  and  Great: 
Foe  to  loud  Praife,  and  Friend  to  learned  Eafe, 
Content  v/ith  Science  in  the  Vale  of  Peace, 

B  b  4  Calmly 
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Calmly  he  look'd  on  either  Life,  and  here 
Saw  nothing  to  regret,  or  there  to  fear ; 
Prom  Nature's  temperate  feaft  rofe  fatisfy'd, 
Thank'd  Heaven  that  he  had  Ltv'd,  and  that  he  dv'd„ 


XI. 
On     Mr.     G  A  Y, 

In  Weftminlter-Abbey,  1732. 

OF  Manners  gentle,  of  AiFeclions  mild; 
In  Wit,  a  Man;  Simplicity,  a  Child: 
With  native  Humour  tempering  virtuous  Rage, 
Form'd  to  delight  at  once  and  lafh  the  age : 
x'^bove  Temptation  in  a  low  Eftate, 
And  uncorrupted,  ev'n  among  the  Great : 
A  fafe  Companion,  and  an  eafy  Friend, 
Unblam'd  through  Life,  lamented  in  thy  End. 
Thefe  are  Thy  Honours !  not  that  here  thy  Bufl 
Is  mix'd  witli  Heroes,  or  with  Kings  thy  dull ; 
But  that  the  Worthy  and  the  Good  (hall  fay. 
Striking  their  penfive  bofoms — Here  lies  Gay. 

Another. 

WELL  then !  poor  Gay  lies  under  ground^ 
So  there  's  an  end  of  honell  Jack: 
So  little  juilice  here  he  found, 

'Tis  ten  to  one  he  'II  ne'er  come  back. 


XII. 
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XII. 

Intended    for    Sir    ISAAC    NEWTON, 

In  Weftminfcer-Abbey. 

ISAACUS    NEWTONUS: 

Quern  Immortalem 

Teftantur  Tempus,  Natura,  Ccelum  : 

Mortalem 

Hoc  marmor  fatetnr. 

Nature  and  Nature's  Laws  lay  hid  in  Night : 

God  faid.  Let  Newton  be!  and  all  was  Light. 


XIII. 

ns 

Bi{hop  of  Roche  fter. 
Who  died  in  Exile  at  Paiis,  1732. 
[His  only  Daughter  having  expired  in  his  arms,  imme- 
diately after  (he  arrived  in  France  to  fee  him,] 

DIALOGUE. 

SHE. 

YES,  we  have  liv'd — one  pang,  and  then  we  part! 
May  Heaven,  dear  Father !  now  have  all  thy  Heart. 
Yet  ah !  how  once  we  lov'd,  remember  Hill, 
Till  you  are  duft  like  me. 
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H  E. 

Dear  Shade !  I  will : 
Then  mix  this  duil  with  thine — O  fpotlefs  Ghoft! 
O  more  than  Fortune,  Friends,  or  Country  loil  I 
Is  there  on  Earth,  one  care,  one  wiHi  befide? 
Yes — Save  my  Country,  Heaven, 

— He  faid,  and  dy'd. 


XIV. 
On  EDMOND  Duke  of  BUCKINGHAiM, 

Who  died  in  the  Nineteenth  Year  of  his  Age,  1735. 

IF  modeft  Youth,  with  cool  Refledion  crovvn'd. 
And  every  opening  Virtue  blooming  round. 
Could  fave  a  Parent's  julleft  Pride  from  fate. 
Or  add  one  Patriot  to  a  fmking  State; 
This  weeping  marble  had  not  afk'd  thy  Tear, 
Or  fadly  told,  how  many  hopes  lie  here ! 
The  living  Virtue  now  had  fhone  approv'd. 
The  Senate  heard  him,  and  his  Country  lov'd. 
Yet  fofter  Honours,  and  lefs  noify  Fame 
Attend  the  fhade  of  gentle  Buckingham: 
In  whom  a  Race,  for  Courage  fara'd  and  Art, 
Ends  in  the  milder  Merit  of  the  Heart ; 
And,  Chiefs  or  Sages  long  to  Britain  given. 
Pays  the  laft  Tribute  of  a  Saint  to  Heaven. 


XV.  For 
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For  one  who  would  not  be  buried  in  Well- 
minfter- Abbey. 

HEROES  and  Kings  !  your  diftance  keep; 
In  peace  let  one  poor  Poet  fleep. 
Who  never  flatter'd  Folks  like  you : 
Let  Horace  blulh,  and  Virgil  too. 


UNDER  this  Marble,  or  under  this  Sill, 
Or  under  this  Turf,  or  e'en  what  they  will ; 
Whatever  an  Heir,  or  a  Friend  in  his  ftead. 
Or  any  good  creature  fhall  lay  o'er  my  head. 
Lies  one  who  ne'er  car'd,  and  ftill  cares  not  a  pin 
What  they  faid,  or  may  fay,  of  the  Mortal  within : 
But  who,  living  and  dying,  ferene  ftill  and  free. 
Trulls  in  God,  that  as  well  as  he  was,  he  Ihall  be. 


XVl. 
Lord    CONINGSBY's    EPITAPH*. 

HERE  lies  Lord  Coningfby— be  civil; 
The  reft  God  knov/s — fo  does  the  Devil. 

*  This  Epitaph,  originally  written  on  Picus  Mirandula,  is 
applied  to  F.  Chartres,  and  printed  among  the  works  of  Swift. 
See  Hawkefworth  edition,  vol.  vi.     S. 

On 
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On    BUTLER'S    MONUMENT. 
Perhaps    by    Mr.    POPE*. 

RESPECT  to  Dryden,  Sheffield  juftly  pay'd. 
And  noble  Villers  honour'd  Cowley's  fhade : 
But  whence  this  Barber? — that  a  name  fo  mean 
Should,  join'd  with  Butler's,  on  a  tomb  be  feen: 
This  pyramid  would  better  far  proclaim. 
To  future  ages  humbler  Settle's  name : 
Poet  and  patron  then  had  been  well  pair'd, 
Tne  city  printer,  and  the  city  bard. 

*  Mr.  Pope,  in  one  of  the  prints  from  Scheemaker's  monu- 
ment of  Shakefpeare  in  Weil:minfter-Abbey,  has  fufEciently 
Oiewn  his  contempt  of  Alderman  Barber,  by  the  following 
couplet,  which  is  fubftituted  in  the  place  of  "  The  cloud-capp'd 
towers,  &c." 

"  Thus  Britain  lov'd  me;   and  preferv'd  my  fame, 
"  Clear  from  a  Barber's  or  a  Benfon's  name." 

A.  Po?£. 

Pope  might  probably  have  fuppreffed  his  fatire  on  the  Alder- 
man, becaufe  he  was  one  of  Swift's  acquaintances  and  correfpon- 
dents ;  though  in  the  Fourth  Book  of  the  Dunciad  he  has  an 
anonymous  ftroke  at  him  : 

"  So  by  each  bard  an  Alderman  fhall  fit, 

**  A  heavy  Lord  /hall  hang  at  every  wit."  S. 
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